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CHAPTER XVIIL
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Duphne scuttersd {or the subway as
a fugitive rabbit to its burrow. But
¢he was not a rabbit and she felt suf-
focated in the tunnel, She could not
enduro to be quiet in the presence of
g0 many gogele eyes like allgned but-
tonn.  She left the train at the next
station and walked rapldly to Iifth
avenue, and up It homeward,

Shie walked rapidly for the comfort
of the restlessness, but there was no
comnfortable destination ahead of her.
8he found Mrs, Chevvis at home witn
her dlsconsolate husband., Daphne
darcd not tell them just yet that she
had lost her place. She would tell
them when she got another one. For
fear that they might ask why she was
home so early, she went down to Bay-
ard's apartment.

She wanted to tell Bayard and Lella
what had happened. It was safe, she
felt sure. Bayard would never attack
Gerst, He would be more llkely to
rall at Daphne for bringing the trou-
ble on herself,

Lella let her In at the door, but she
was in a militant humor, She sald,
“Hello 1" grimly and stepped back for
Daphne to enter. Daphne found Bay-
ard still aglow with interrupted quar-
rel, He sald, “Hello!" with a dismal
connotntion,

“What do you suppose that brother
of yours orders me to do now? said
Lella, whirling Daphne toward her,

“I can’t Imagine,” sald Daphne, In-
eredulous of Bayard's ordering Lella
to do unything.

“Ie wants me to go to Dutllh and
put up a poor mouth and humilinte my-
self."

Bayard snatched Daphne to him
and stormed: “She bought the clothes,
didn't she, without consulting me?
She wouldn't send ‘em back as you did
Yours; she wore 'em out, purnded 'em
before other men there In Newport
while T was slaving here, And now
that Dutilh Inslsts on money that I
haven't got. and can't get, she won't
even go explain It to him, That's all
I ask her—to explain it to him and
ask him to be patient so that I won't
be sued. I can't stand that. I've had
every other calamity but I've never
been sued for debt. I nsk Lella to go
tell him about my hard luck and my
fine prospects—play falr with him—
and with me. But will she do 1t? No!
She won't do anything for me."”

Daphne was swayed by his emotion,
She pleaded: “Why don't you, Leila?
You have such winning ways. I'll go
with you"

Yolla hesitated, then answered hy
taking up her hat and slapping It on
hoer head. S8She paused, took It off
wgain, and went to her room, unhook-
ing her gown ns she went; she knew
thut In asking 'favors one should wear
one's best appearances,

Rayard grumbled, “How are you
getting along at your office?”

Daphoe felt unable to Intrude her
wwn troubles on his. She shrugged
ber shoulders. It I8 n kind of white
He, the shrug.

“Hang on to your job,.as long us yon
ean, old girl, for you'll have to support
we ul), I guess, You're the only one of
as that can get a Job or earn & eent,
That's the advantage of belng a pretty
&irl"”

Dapline was almost moved to tell
‘him some of the disadvantnges of be-
ing n proity girl, but she felt that the
time wis unfit for exploiting her own
woeh, She ached for some one to dis-
«lose them to, but she withheld them,

Lella eame In, arrnyed in her very
Nacst, She was smillng In the con-
tentment of beauty at its best. “When
you nsk credit you've got to look as
Af you didn't need it," she sald.

They found Dutilh In a state of un-
paual  excltement and  exhaustion.
There were few customers in his place
and he left them to the other sales-
people. He advanced on Lelln and
Daphne and gave a hand to each,

“Why, oh why In the name of FPaul
Polret didn't you come in a week ngo?
The pirates have taken every decent
gown 1 had. The sewlog women are
working like mad to reproduce ‘em,
but there's nothing left At to show,
gxcept to Plttsburgh wnd Plattsburg
tourists. Where did you get that awful
rag you have on?"

“EHere," sald Leila.

“Oh, of course, I remember. It's
beautiful, St down., I'm dead. Have
@ Cligarette? Have u cup of tea? Oh,
Miss Galvey—tea for three, please. 1

dldn't forget elther of you when I was

fn Parls. I bhave a siren gown for you,
Mrs. Kip, that will brenk your heart
with joy.

enll ‘Inoocence.' "

Daphne was a trifle shocked, but
Letlo's eyesn filled with tears at the
mockery of such talk, Bhe moaned:
1 came to
1 owe

“I dda't come to buy.
apologize and beg for wercy.

you u lot of maney, and I haven't o
cent.”

You'd murder to get It. And
as for you, Miss Kip—woell, you'll sim-
ply be Indecently demure in the one 1
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“Who hns? What of It?
paying nnybody.™

“But I had an urgent letter from
your bookkeeper, or somebody.”
"Don't mind her. 8he gets exclted,
Nobody pays me. You come in and
get another gown and you'll edtch a
milllonalre with 1t.”

It was hard for Dutilh to keep his
ellents elear In his memory.

“But 1 ean't afford IL"

“And I can’t afford to have my chil-
dren golng round In last year's rags.
You do as you're told and come around
next week, TI'll get my money out of
you some day, Trust me for that
Lella felt a rapturous desire to kiss
him and eall him names of gratitude.
He was generous by Impulse and pa-
tlent, and nobody’s fool at that. The
thoughts of tallors are long, long
thoughts,

Duphne sat thinking, but not of
clothes, The labor problem had al-
most defeminized her. Bhe was study-
Ing the models as they lounged about
the shop. Suddenly she spoke. "Oh,
Mr. Dutllh, how much money does a
model earn?”

“You mean what salary do T pay?
Common clothes-horses get fifteen or
sixteen dollars., Better lookers get
better pay. You're worth a thousand
a week at lenst, Want a Job?”
"“Yeu,"

His smile was quenched, He studied
her neross his cup, He saw the anx-
fety In her curlosity.

“What's the matter? he sald, “Ilas
he run off with another girl, or do you
expect to go fishing for a millionalre
in my pond?”* .

“T need the money, T've had hard
luck.,” Daphne sald It o solemuly
that he grew solemn, too,

“That's too bad! Well, I've got
more girls now than I need. Nohody
ns beautiful as you, of course, but—I1
suppose I could let some one go."

“Oh, I couldn't think of that!™
“Nelther could I, Well, T'll squeeze
you In somowhere., But 1 ean’t pay
you a8 much as you are worth. Would
—umm-—twenty dollars a week Inter-
est you?"

“It would fascinate me.”

“All right, you're engaged. You can
begin next Monday.” He turned to
Letla, “Do you want a job, too?"
“No, thank you!" Lella snapped.
Her eyes were blacker than ever with
rage, and her red-white cheeks
curdled with shame. She could not
trust herself to speak. Her brunette
benuty had the threat of a storm-
londed thundercloud.

When she and Daphne had taken
their departure, Lella still dared not
speuk to Daphne on the way home,
She dared not speak to her at all,
Lella brought friumph to Bayard, She
told him what Dutith bad told her of
his willingness to walt for his money.
Bayard embraced Leila and halled
her as an nogel,  When she had taken
full toll of her success, she told Bay-

Il

Nobody's

Lella Felt a Rapturous Desire to Kiss
Him and Call Him Names of Grati.
tude.

ard what Daphne had done, 8he told
It slmply, without emphasis, knowlng
Its effect,

“Daphpe!" he roared. “You asked
Dutilh  for a position among his
wodels? Great Lord of heaven, Ul tele
graph father to come take you home."

“That's all right,” Daphne taunted,
“You'll send the message collect, and
he'll never be able to pay for it, so he'll
never know what he missed.”

“But surely we are not such beggars
that—"

“Who has sny money? Who has any-
thing left to pawnt"

“But there must be other jobs"

“Got me one.”

“There must be some other way.”

nghow me”
Clay Wimburn came In nfter dinner,

were londer than Bayard's, with the
ndded rancor of jenlousy. But he had
no substitute to offer,

She forebore to tell him of the Gerst
affale, He was deep enough in the
mire. e went away a little later and
ghe returned to her cubbyhole with
the (‘hivvises,

Those were bluck days for all Amer-
len, suffering under the backfire from
the sudden war and from the long fa-
tigne of hard times. There were weeks
of dread lest. the United States be
sucked Into the mnelstrom at a time
when It wns least prepured in money,
urms, or spirit, Never, perhaps, In hu-
man chronlcle had so many people
looked with such hewlldered misery
on so many people locked In such
multifarious carnage,

At such a tlme, as In nn epoch of
plague, there came a desperate need
of a reapite from woe; soldlers sky-
lnrked In trenches; war widows
tdanced In gay colors; festivals were
held In the name of charity; frivoll-
tles nnd vices were resorted to that
good souls might renew themselves
for the awful work before them.

It wos In such o mood of imperative
demannd for cheer of some sort that
Tom Duane swam back into Daphne’s
gloomy sky.

Daphne had come
morning of rehaffs. She was heart.
sore and footsore, In shabby boots
that she could not replace, She was
called to the telephone, and Duane's
volee chanted in her ear with a tone
of pecullarly comforting meluncholy.

“That you, Miss Kip? This is me,
Mr, Duane, Poor Tom Duane, Poor
Tom's a-cold, 1 came back to town
unexpectedly early. I have something
important to say to you. Wil you
tanke a little ride with me In my car?"

“Why not?" she said, with a laugh.
SHe was glad that he could not see the
tears that gushed across her eyellds,

“Three cheers for you! I'll be there
In a Jify. You couldn't arrange to
dine with me, could you? Or could
youi"

Agnin she answered, “Why not?"

Duane's voice rang back: “Tip-top!
You've made me happy ns n box of
pups, I'm half-way there already,”

home after na

CHAPTER XIX.

When Duane ecnme up to the door
he greeted her with the benming joy-
ousness of a rising sun, He pralsed
her and thanked her for lending him
her time, The elevator that took thelr
bodies down took her spirits up.
noted that he had not brought his big
car with his chanffeur. He stowed
her Into & powerful roadster bullt for
two. But she had no Inclination to
protest. The car caught them away
and they sped through Central park
with lyrieal, with dithyrambie, sweep,

“The trees!—how wonderful they
are!" she cried,

They had been wonderful for weeks,
but she had thought them dismal,

“They're nothing to what they are
In Westchester,” sald Duane., “We're
golng to have a look at them and
dine up there somewhere,”

“Are we?' was all she sald,

And he sald, “We are”

After they left the park and re-
entered the hard streets she found the
cournge to remind him: “But you suld
you had something lmportant to tell
me,  What was it?”

“Miss Kip, you've played the very
devil with me. I thought I was im-
riune to the lover germ, but—well, 1
told you the truth about golng abroud
ta slmka‘ off the—the fever—the
Daplhnitls that attacked me, But 1
couldn’t get you out of my mind for
long, or out of my heart at all. I'm a
slck man, Miss Kip, a lovesick man.”

“Mr, Dunne, you mustn't—I can't al-
low you—really 1"

“Oh, yes, you ean!" he sald, and
seut the cur ahend with a plunge.
“You're golng to listen to me for once.
You ean’t help yourself. I'm not going
to hurt you. 1 Just want you to help
me n little. I went up in the Boerk-
shires and tried to get my sanity back,
but I conldn’t! I counldn't even play
golf—or eards—or drink. People drive
me erazy, I can't get interested (o
nnything or anybodv but you."

“Mr. Duane, please— You oughin't
to— I beg you. 1 have no right—

“Oh, 1 know you're engaged to (lay
Wimbarn, lle's a nice kid, I'm pet
one-twe-three with him. I'm not tey-
oz to cut him out—1 couldn't (f 1
would. I like him. T'd like to help
him, apd your brother, too. 1 doo’t
mean to be lmpertinent, either; bu
well, the main thing s, I wint 1o beg
you to let me see you once In a while,

“I want to take you out riding and
dining nod dancing nud—you cun tuke
Wimburn along if you've got to, but 1
wiant you to save my life somelow,
And, by the Lord Hurry ! 1 think it will
savp®*yours. You don't look well, my
dear—Miss Kip. It breaks my heart
to see it. No, 1 don't belleve you're
getting as much fun out of life as you
ought to, There lsa't much fun in the
world any more, but what Hitle's left
Is very preclous, and I want you to get
all that's going, Won't you let me help
you go after it Won't you?”

They swung up to a helght that com
manded a vast reach of the Hudson.
Between Its banks it semed to be a
river of wine, The western sky was
llke n forest of autumun leaves with the
last sad red pitifully besutiful, sinee
it must turn so soon to rust.

In a spirit of haste the fleetly spin-
ning wheels murmured, “Why not, why
not, why not, why-notwhynotwhynot?”

Hefore the sunset hoad quite relin-
quished the sky the moon was over
the horigon—the harvest moon, huge
and close and of a meditative meln,
It paled and dwindled as It climbed,
but its power seemed to grow,

{—

It left Daphne more alone wit”
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glonming.
chnin of Croton nked and ran
perngg the big dam and wound along
the ghore, crossing Ilron bridge aflter
iron bridge, till they cume to o little
roadside Inn whose lights bad a yel-
low wirmth,

“We're stopping here for dinner, if
you don't mind,” sald Dunoe,

Daphne was @& trifle ill at ease, but
whie wos hungry, too, and the adventure
wus exhllarnting. There were not
muny people at the tables, and they
were of an adventurous cast as well,

When Dunne had given his order he
nsked Daphne if she would join the
rest of the diners who had left thelr
chulrs to fox-trot. She shook her hend
nnd he did not urge her.

But by the time thelr dinner wans
served and eaten the pagging, inter-
minable music had pluyed away oear-
¥ all her scruples,

When Dunne looked at her with an
nppealipg smile, she smiled back, nod-
ded and rose. He lenped to his feet
and took her In his arms.

Somehow, It was not mere dancing
now, He had told her that he loved
her, There was In his embrace an
cigerness that was full of deference,
but full of delight as well, After all,
shie was alone with him in a company
that seemed not to be very respectable,
and was growing less so every lour.

Her feet nnd all her Himbs and every
muscle of her reveled In the gambol,

He Could Imagine Her Pretty Head.

but her heart and ming! and conscience
were troubling her till she stopped
short at Inst and sald:

“I'm sorry, but I—I'd rather not
dance any more—here."”

Dunne pnused in a moment's
chagrin, Then he sighed: “All right.”

They retreated to their table, and he
looked at her sadly, and she sadly at
him. Then he scemed to llke her even
better than before, and he sald, with a
very tender smile:

“Want tq go home?"

“If you don't mind.”

When they came out upon the verat-
da of the hotel the lnke was a vast
charger of frosted sllver among the
hills. They stood admiring It for a
moment and the musle from the hotel
seemed to come from another world.
He heiped her into the car and they
whisked away southerly.

He returned to the road along the
Hudson, and 1t was so beautifuldn the
moonglow that it seemed a pity to
hurry through the wonderland at such
speed, And what was she golpg back
to that she should be in such haste?

She hinted as much to Duane, and
he bettered the suggestion. Not only
did he check the epeed, but at one
wooded cliffside with a vista of pecu-
Har mnajesty he wheeled out of the
road and stopped the cur, shut down
the chuttering engine and turned off
the strenuous lghts,

They sat utterly content till Duane
shoos off the Llissfal stupor. They
could not stay here thus forever., They
could not stuy much longer. It was
growing cold and late,

He dld not dare to look at Dnphne.
He did pot quite peed to. Ie eould
lmagine her pretty head and the
drowsy, ndorable eyes, the lps pursed
with childish solemnlty, the throat
stem in the urn contour of her shoul
ders, the vasellke eurves of bher young
torso,  He lmagined these from mem-
ory, for they now were swaddled in a
thick motorcont. But without turning
his head he could see her little tands

clasped Idly at her knees, the lttle |
He |

gloves turned bock at the wrist,
thought thut he would like to take
them in his—he would ke to take all
of her In his arms, into his heart, luto
his keeping.

Yot be did not want to marry her.
e did not sdmire marrlage in its re-
sults as he saw them In other people.
Like many nanother, he cherished
wicked ideals because the everyday
virtues worked out so ilmperfestly, so
unbeautifully.

Daphne  was musing almost as
vaguely, On the river u yacht at an.
chor poised ljke a swan asleep. She
would like to own a yacht., On the
opposite side of the river along the
rod she could see motorcars like in-
quisitive erickets with glesming eyes
and feelers of lght., She would like
to own a motor or two,

If she were the wife of as rich a
man us this man at ‘her side, how
quickly she conld help hag father and

They emerged above | sehe and torture,

Buddenly but quletly upon this cur-
rent of her thoughts n thought of
Dunne's was Inunched like a skiff con-
genlal to the tde, He spoke almost
n4 softly ks a thought, at first with n
quaint shock such as a boat moekes,
luunched.

“"How often do you go to church?’
he sald, whimsieally,

“Why—never, I'm
gasped In surprise,

“You were planning to be married
in church?"*

“Such funny questions!
course,"”

“Why

“Oh, it wouldn't be nlce not to,”

“You don’t believe in divorce, then?"

“Oh  yes—yes, jadeed—If people
don't get nlong together. I think It's
wicked for people to live together if
they don't love each other,”

“It's lwve, then, that makes
ringe sacred?”

“Yoes, Yes Indeed! Of course!®

“Is it all right for two people wha
are not Christians to llve together ac-
cording to their creeds?”

“How do you mean "

“Well, the people who lived befors
there were any Christians—or people
who never heard of Christianlty—was
it all right for them to marry?"

“Of course,™

“It's not any one formula, then, that
makes marriage all rigot?”

YOf course not, It's the—the—"

“The love?"

“I think so. It's hard to explain.”

“Everything Is, isn't 1£?"

“Terribly.”

There was more sllence, He took
a clgar from his pocket, held It be-
fore her for permission, She sald,
“Please.)”” He struck a mateh. She
glanced at his face In the little lime-
light of the match. It was very hand-
some, A pearl of drowsy luster
gleamed In the soft folds of his tle,
The hands sheltering the match were
splendid hands.

She watched the cigar fire glow and
fade and the little turbulent smoke
vells flont into the air and die. One
of them formed a wreath, a strange,
frafl, writhing cireclet of blue filnments,
It drifted past her and she put her fin-
ger into it—her ring-finger by some
womanly instinct,

“Now you're married to me,” sald
Dunane.

There wns a sudden movement of
hiz hands as if to selze upon her. She
recolled a little; hiz hands did not
pursue her. They went back to the
steering wheel and clung to It flerce-
ly. She turned from his eyes, but he
gazed at her cheek, and she could feel
the hlood stirving there in a blush,

“If you loved me, would you mar'y
me?” he said.

“I—I love— I'm golng to marry—
somehody else.”

When?"

“Some day.”

“If you're not happy with him, wil
you leave him?"

*Oh, but I'll be happy with him.”

“So many people have sald that!
You've seen how seldom it worked.
If you ceased to love him, or he you,
would you leave him?”

“f Is a large order. Maybe,”

“Wouldn't it be wiser If two people
who thought they loved could live to-
gether for a while before they mar-
ried 7

She felt her muscles set as If she
would rize and run away from such
words, “Mr. Duane! I don't think it's
nice even to be talking of such things,
Besides, It's growing late.”

“It's not s0 late as it would be if
you marrled & man and found that
your marringe was a ghastly mistake,”

“Hodn’t we better start back?"

“Please don't leave me just yet,
This I8 very solemn te me. [I've been
stwlylng you a long time, trying to
get you out of my mind, and only get-
ting you deeper o my heart, I love
yow'" )

“I don't belleve It."

“l know it."

“Then you oughtn't to tell me”

“Not tell a woman you love her?
Not try to save her from wrecking her
life and my own®

“How wrecking my—her life?”

afrald," she

Yes, of

mare

Wimburn you'll be unhappy.
glve you a home,

clothes. He can't support youn."
“That's not his fanlt, just now-—
with the bard times and the war

Mease let’s go home
“To my home?"

answer, or even to gasp at, or protest
ngninst, It stunned her. He took ad-
vantage of her daze to explain, hur-
rledly @

“You're not going to be one of those
silly, old-fashioned idiot giris that a
man can't talk to earnestly and frank-
Iy, are you now? Of course you're
not. You're not one of those poor
things whose virtue consists In being
insulted every tlme anyone appeals to
their intelligenee, are you? No, you're
a fine, brave soul, and you want to
know the truth about truth, and so do
L i

"I'm a decent enough fellow at
heart. I want to do the right thing
and live squarely as well as the next

Bayard and the wretched wictims of |

the mussacre In Europe and 80 many
people—yes, aud even Clay, peor
dear, hopeless, bhelpless Clay Wim
ourn, to whom she had brought ooth-

|

feilow, I've got a sense of honor, too,
of a sort, and I take life pretty seri-
ously.

“I tell you, the world Is all turned
topsy-turvy the last few years. The
old rules don't rule. They never did,
but people pretended to belleve in "em.
Now we're not so dfrald of the truth
in sclence or history or religion or
anything. We want to know the uruth
and live by it.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

The Way Out.

If a man or 4 machine 1o vpsble te
aecomplish a task it should be turned
aver to n woman aod @ bairpio.—Lop-
don Answers

CALLUS CORNS
- LIFT RIGHT OFF

' Doesn't hurt to lift them
off with fingers

Don't suffer! A tiny bottle of
Freezone costs but a few cents at any
drug store, Apply a few drops on the
corns, calluses and “hard skin” on bot-
tom of feet, then lift them ofl.

When Freezone removes corns from
the toes or calluses from the bottom of
the feet, the skin beneath Is left pink
and healthy and never sore or tender

Explained.
“Are you drinking to drown
sorrows?"
“Not yet, 1 never have any to drown

your

two."”

AS YOUNG AS
YOUR KIDNEYS

The secret of youth is ELIMINA-
TION OF POISONS from your body.
This done, you can live to be a hundred
and enjoy the good thinfs of life with
as much “pep"” as gon did when in the
springtime of youth. Keep your body
in good condition, that's the secret.

‘atch the kidneys. They filter and
purify the blood, all of which blood
passes through them once every three
minutes. Keep them clean and in
prnPor working condition and you have
nothing to fear. Drive the poisonous
wastes and deadly uric acid accumula-
tions from your syvatem, Take (JOLD
MEDAL Haarlem Oil Capsules and you
will nlways be in good condition. Yon
will feel stroug and vigorous, with
steady merves and elastic munsclea
GOLD MEDAL Haarlem Oil Consules
are imported direct from the labora-
tories at Haarlem, Holland

They are a_reliable remedy which
has been used by the sturdy Dutch for
over 200 yesrs, and has helped them
to develop imn one of the strongest
end hearthiest races of the world. Get
them from your druggist. Do not take
a substitute, In secaled packiges—
three sizes,—Adv,

Not Always.

*“Talk is chenp.”

“It is evident you have never had
a long-dlstance telephone,"

Naturally.
“A poor man ig never in good odor
In society," “Why should he be when
he Is cent-less?”

For_sal

alfslfa §0; sweet clover
bu. Joha g&u City, lown.m "

ulball,

It takes a real genlus te originate
new ideas in love making.

vor Colds, Catarrh or influenta
- ‘ ¥ » .

“I believe that If you marry Clay |
He can't |
He can't buy you |

Loa e _To Jeeet L ISR - S LR S

Do you feel weak and unequal to the
work dhead of you? Do you still cough
a little, or does your nose bother you?

Are vou pale?

Is your blood thin and
watery?!

Jetter put your body into
shapo. Build strong!

An old, reliable blood-maker and
herbal tonie made® from wild roots and
barks, is Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical
Discovery. This “nature remedy” comes
in tablet or liquid form. It will build up
your body, eure your cold, and protecs
you from disecase germs which lurk every-
where. One of the active ingredienta of

| this temperance alterative and tonio is
Thut insolence was too appalling to

wild cherry bark with stillingis, which is
so good for the lungs and for | coughs;
also Oregon gra root, blood root,
stone root, Queen's root, — all skilfully
combined in the Medical Discovery,
These roots have a direct petion on the
stomach, improving digestion and assimi-
lation. These herbal extracts in the
“Iiscovery” aid in blood-making, end
are best for scrofuls. By imﬁam\'mg tho
blood they aid in throwing off an atiack
of influenza.

Catarrh should be treated, first, as™a
blood disense, with this alterative. Then
in addition, the nose should be washed
daily with Dr. Sage's Catarrh Re_med{.“

Send 10¢ for trial pkg. of Medical Dis
covery Tablets or Catarrh Tablets to Dr.
Pierce, Invalids' Hotel, Buffalo, N. X.

Mother Gray’s Powders
Benefit Many Children

Thousands of Moth-
ers have found MOTHER
GRAY'S SWEETY POW
DERS an excelleot rem-
edy for children come
Ehiulng of Headaches,

olds, Comlipation.
Feverishness, Stomach
Troubles and Bowel I«
regularities from which
childrea suffer at this
TRADE MARE season. These powders
are casy and pleasant to taka acd excel-
leat results are accomplished by (heir
use. Used by Mothers jor over 3o
vears. Sold ?‘ Dru.xiltl everywhera,
Tnuﬁ REE. Address,

THE MOTHER GRAY CO, Lo Roy, N. Y.

till I've been drinking for & month or -




