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NO DEFENSE

By GILBERT PARKER

Author of “The Seats of the Mighty,” “The Right of Way”

Bynopsals, — Returning home after
a day's shooting, Dyck Calhoun,
gifted young Irish gentleman of the
time of the French and Amerlcan
revolutions, meets Shella Liyn, sev-
enteon-year-old girl visiting In the
nelghborhood., They are mutually
attracted. Bhella never knew her
dissipated father, Errin Boyne, her

other having divorced him and
sumed her malden name, Reach«
| ing home, Dyck fnds Leonard
Mallow, son of Lord Mallow, with
& of sssage from the attorney gen-

eral summoning Miles Calhoun,
Dyck's father, to Dublin. They
go to Dublin and thers Mal-

low quarrels with Dyck and a dual
la  arranged. They fght with
l swords and Dyck Is victor. Errls
Boyne, secretly In French employ,

gets Dyck drunk and tries to per-
suade him to join ln revolt against
England.

I (CHAPTER IV—Continued.)

e

“What's that you 8iy about French
ships In the harbors of Ireland?' he
sald In a tone that showed Interest,
“Of course, 1 know there’s been a lot
of talk of a French rald on Ireland,
but I didn't know it wans to be so
soon,"”

“Oh, it's near enough!
arranged,” replied
be ships—warships, commanded by
Hoche, They'll have orders to land
on the coast, to join the Irish patriots,
to take control of the operations, and
then to march on—"

He was golng to say "march on
Dublin,” but he stopped. He was
playing a daring game. If he had not
been sure of his man, he would not
have been so frank and fearless,

He did not, however, misleand Dyck
greatly. Dyck had been drinking a
good denl, bu!, thls knowledge of a
French Invasion, and a sense of what
Boyne was trylng to do, steadled his
shaken emotions; held him firmly in
the grip of practicnl common sense,
He laughed, hlccoughed a little, as
though he was very drunk, and said:

“Of course the French would llke
to come to Ireland; they'd like to
seize it and hold it. Why, of course
they would! Of course; but what
astounds me s that a man of your
standiag should belleve the ¥rench
are coming here now to Ireland. No,
mno, Boyne; I'm not taking your word
for any of these things. You're a gos-
sip: you're n Jd—d, pertinnclous, pre-
posterous gossip, and I'll say it as
often as you like.”

“So It's proof you want, 18 1t? Well,
then, here it §s."

Boyne drew from hig pocket a small
lenther-bound cnsge and took from it a
letter, which ke lald on the table In
front of Dyck.

Dyeck looked at the document, then
edld :

. “Ah, that's what you are, eh?—a

It's all been
Boyne. “There'll

\\\ o

Dyeck Looked at the Document.

captain In the French artillery! Waell,
that'd be a surprise In Irelund I It
were told."

“It isn't going to be told unless youo
tell it, Calhoun, and you're toe much
of a sportsinan for that, Besldes, why
shouldn’t yon have one of these if you
want It—Iif you want {t? Listen to
me, Calhoun,” reaching oot a hand to
lay It on Dyck’'s arm,

Dyck saw the motlon, however, and
ecarefully drew back In his chalr. “I'tin
pot an adventurer,’” he sald; “bug If I
were, what wauld there be In It for
me?'

Boyne wmisunderstood
Dyck's face,
meaning belind
puld to him:

“Oh, a goodl salnry—as good ns that
of & general, with a comm!ission and
the spolls of war! That's the thing
Im the French army that counts for so
much—spolls of war, When they're
out on n country like i1his, they ler
thelr officers loose—thelr offlcers and
men. IMd you ever hear tell of a
#rench army being pinched for fod-
der, or golng thirsty for drink, or
fosing 1ts head for poverty or indl

o

the lock
He did not grasp
the words,

on
the
and he

officer of the French army resident in
Dublin,” continued Boyne, laughing,
“who has the honor of being received
as the friend of Mr, Dyck Calhoun of
Playmore! Take your hand In the
game that's golng on! For a man as
young as you, with bralns and ambl-
tion, there’'s no helght he mightn't
rench In this country, Think of If—
Ireland free from Engllsh control;
Ireland, with all her dreams, living
her own life, fearless, Independent,
pg It wns in days of yore, Why,
what's to prevent you, Dyck Calhoun,
from belng president of the Irish re-
public? You have bruins, looks, skill
and a wonderful tongue. None but a
young man could take on the Job, for
it will require boldness, skill and the
recklessuess of perfect courage, Isn't
It good enough for you?"

“What's the way to do it? asked
Dvek, still holding on to his old self
grimly. *“How {s it to be done?' He
spoke a llittle thickly, for, in spite of
himself, the wine was clogging hls
senses, It had been artistically
drugged by Boyne.

“Listen to me, Calloun,” continued
Boyhe, *“I've known you now gome
time. We've dowe In and gone oul
together, This day was Inevitable,
You were bound to come to it one
way or another, Man, you have a
heart of iron; you have the courage
of Cacsur or Alexander; you have the
chance of dolng what no Englishman
could ever do—Cromwell, or any oth-
er. Well, then, don’t you see the Tate-
ful moment gas come in Irish life and
history? Strife everywhere! Alone,
what cnn we do? Alone, If we try to
shnke off the yoke that binds us we
shall be shattered, and our last end
be worse than our first. But with
French ships, French officers and sol-
diers, French guns and ammunition,
with the trained men of the French
army to take control here, what ameli-
oration of our wenkness, what con-
fidence and skill on our slde! Can
you doubt what the end will be? An-
swer me, man; don't you see it all?
Isn't it clear to you? Doesn't such a
eause enlist you?t"

With a sudden burst of primitive
anger, Dyck got to his feet, staggering
a little, but grasping the fatal mean-
ing of the whole thing. He looked
Erris Boyne In the eyes, His own
were bleodshot and dissipated, but
there was a look In them of which
Boyne might well tnke heed,

“I tell you this, Erris Boyne; there's
none has ever tried me as you have
done! What do you think I am-—a
thing of the dirty street corner, some-
thing to be swept up and cast Into the
furnace of treason? Look, you! Af-
ter today you and I will never break
bread or drink wine together, No—
by Heaven, no! I don't know whether
you've told me the truth or not, but
I think you have, There's_this to say
—T shall go from this place to Dublin
castle, and shall teldl them there—
without mentloning your name—what
yqu've toid nbout the French rald.
Now, look you, by God, you're a traitor.
You oughin't to live, and If you'll send
your seconds to me Il try and do
with you as 1 @id with Leonard Mal-
low. Only mark me, Erris Boyne.
I'll put my sword Into your heart.
You understand—intd your filthy
heart !"

At that moment the door of (ha
room opened, and a face lookéd In
for nn Instant—the face of old Swin-
ron, the landlord of the Harp and
Crown. Suddenly Boyne's  look
changed, He burst into a Inugh, and
brought <his fistssdown on the table
between them with a bang.

“By Joseph and by Mary, but vou're
. patriot, Calhoun! 1 was trying to
test you. I wasg senrching to find the
innermost soul of you. The French
fleet, my commission In the French
army, and my story about the landlord
are all bosh., If 1 meant what [ told
you, do you think I'd have been so
mad as to tell you so much, d—n It?
Have you no sense, man? I wanted
to find out exactly how you stood—
faithful or unfalthful te the crown—
and I've found out, 8it down, sit
down, Calhoun, dear lad, Take your
hand off your sword, Remember,
these are terrible days. RBverything
1 sald about Ireland is true, What 1
sald abont France |s false, Sit down,
man, and If you're golng to join the
king's army—as I hope nnd trust you
will—then here's something to help
you face the time between.” He threw
on the fable a packet of notes,
“They're good and healthy, and will
buy yov whut you need. There's not
much. There's only a hundred pounds,
hut 1 glve it to you with all my heart,
and you can pay It back when the
king's money comes to you, or when
you marry a rich woman."

He said It all with a smlle on bhis

fuce., It was done so cleverly, with
s0 much simulated sincerity, that
Dyck, In his state of seml-drunken-

ness, could not, at the lustant, place
lim in his true light,

Never in his life had Boyne per
formed such prodigies of dissimula-
tion, He realized to the full the dan-
gers he had run In discloging the
truth; for it was the truth that he
had teold.

ble, Dyck must be kidnaped at once
and earried out of Ireland. It would
be simple. A little more drugged
wine, and he would be asleep and
powerless—It had already tugged at
him. With the help of his confreres
In the tavern, Dyck could be carried
out, put on a lugger and sent away
to France,

There wns nothing else to do. Boyne
had sald truly that the French fleet
mennt to come soon, Dyck must not
be able to.glve the thing away before
It happened. Already the wine had
played havec with him; already stupe-
factlon was coming over his senses.
With a good-natured, ribald laugh,
Boyne poured out another glass of
marsala and pushed it gently over to
Dyck's fingers.

“My gin to your marsala,” he said,
and he rafsed his own glass of gin,
looking playfully over the top to Dyck.

With a sudden loogening of all the
fibreg of his nature, Dyck raised the
glass of marsala to his lips and drained
it off almost nt a gulp.

“You're a prodiglous llar, Boyne,
ha sald, “I didn't think any one eould
lle so complelely.”

“I'll teach you howW, Calhotin.
not hgd. Il teach you how"

He passed a long cigar over the fi-
ble to Dyck, who, however, did not
Hght It, but held it In his fingers.
Boyne struck a light and held it out
acrods the small table. Dyck leaned
forward, but, as he did so, the wine
took possession of his senses. Iis
head fell forward In sleep, and the
clgar dropped from hls fingers.

“Ah, well—ah, well, we must do
some business now I® remarked Boyne,
ITe leaned over Dyck for a moment,
“Yesg, sound asleep,” he sald, and
laughed scornfully to himself.

"

It's

“Well,

Noreen Drew the Knife Out With a
Little Gurgling Cry.
P TR

when it's dork we must get him away.
He'll sleep for four or five hours and
by that time he'll be out on the way
to France, and the rest is easy.”

He was about to go out o the door
that led Into the businéss paft of the
house, when the door leading hto the
street opened softly, and a woman
steppéd Inside, She had used the key
which Boyne had forgoftén at his
hiouse,

At first hie did rot hear her. Theh,
when he did turn round, it was b
lnte, The knife shé carrlied under NHer
skirt flashed oul and Into Bbyme's
heart. He collapged on the 66k with.
out & sound, save only a dedp sigh,

Stooping  over, Noreen drey the
knife out with a llttle gurgling cry-
i swothered exclamation., Then she
opened the door aguln—the slde-door
leading Into the strest—closed It soft
Iy, and was gone,

Three hours afterward the Jandlord
opened the door.! Erris Boyne lay in
his sllence, stark and stlll, At the
table, with his head sunk In hls arms,
sat Dyck Calhoun, snoring stentorious
ly, his druwn sword by his slde,

With a cry the old man knelt on the
floor beside the body of Errls Boyne

CHAPTER V,
Dyck in Prison,

When Dyck Calhoun waked, he wus
In the hands of the king's constubles,
urresied for the murder of BHrrls
Boyne, Also, the landlord -was ready
to swear concerning a quarrel he had
seen when he opened the door for o
mammnent, Dyck, with sudden eaution,
only sald that he would make all cloar
at the trial,

Dwiven thirough the streets of Dublin
in n jnunting car between two of the
king's pollice, he wus & mark? for abuse
by tongue, but was bhere and there
cheered by partisans of the ultra-loya)
group to which his father adhered.
The effect of the drug was still up-
on him and his mind was confused,
lie remembered the quarrel, Boyne's
explanation and the subsequent drink-

g b Le could recall nothing fur-
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- o = “No, 1 never did."” 80 serlous was the situation, to his | ther, He could not belleve he had
14 THE MURDER “Well, then, take the advice of an | mind, that one thing seemed Inevita- | killad Boyne; yet Boyne had been

found with a wound in his heart, and
his own naked sword lying beside him
on the table. The trouble wns that
he could not absolutely swear he had
not committed the erime,

The sitvation was not eased by his
stay in Jall. Op the contrary, It began
with a revelntion terribly repugnant
to him, He had not long been iodged
in the ecell when he recelved a visit
from Michnel Clones, who stretched
out his hand In an agony of humilin-
tion,

“Ah, you didn’t do it—yon didn't do
it, sir!™ he erled. *“I'm sure you nev-
er killed him, If wasn't your way.
IHe wns for doing you harm If he
conld, An evil man he wns, ns all
the world knows. Buat there's one
thing that'll be worse than anything
else to you, You never knew (t, and
I never knew It till an hour ago, Did
you know who Errls Boyne was? Well,
I'l tell you. He was the father of
Sheila Llyn, He was divorced by Mrs,
Llyn many years ago, for having to do
with other women. She took to her
malden name, and he marrled again”

“Godl God! Good God!™ Dyck
Calhoun made a gesture of horror,
“Ie's Sheila Llyn's father! Good
God 1"

Suddenly a passion of remorse
rotiged him out of his seml-stupefne-
tion.

“Michfiel, Michaell” he sald, his
volee hoatse, broken. “Don't say such
n thing! Are you sure? Michael

nodded,

“I'm sure, I got It from one that's
known LErris Doyne and his first wife
and girl—one that was a servant to
them both In past €sys, He's been
down to Limerick to see Mrs, Liyn
and the heautifal daughter, I met him
an hour ago and he told me., He told
me more. He told me Mrs, Liyn spoke
to him of your friendship with Erris
Boyne, and how she meant to tell you
who and what he was, She sald her
daughter didn’t even know her father's
name. She had been kept In ignor-
nnee."

Divpk seated himself on the rough
hed of the cell and stared at Michael,
his hands beiween his knees, hig eyes
perturbed,

“Milchael,” he sald at Ilast, “if It's
true—what you've told me—I don't
=0 wy way. Every step In front of
me I8 blaek with silexess, To tell the
whole truth is to bring fresh shame
upon Mrs, Llyn and her daughter, and
not to tell the whole truth (s to take
awny the only chance I have of get-
ting out of this trouble, 1 see that!”

“1 don't know what you mean, sir,
but I'll tell you this. None that knows
you would believe you'd murder Errls
Boyne or any other man.”

Dyck wiped the sweat from hls fore-
head,

“I suppose you S&peak the truth,
Michoel, but it isn't people who've
known me that'll try me; and I can't
tell qll”

“Why not, If It'Il help you?"

“I ean't—of course I can't. It

be diserace aternal,”
1 "Why? ell mé Why, BflH

Dyck looked closely, firmly at the
old servant and friend, Should he
tell the truth—that Boyne had tried
to Induce’ him to sell himself to the
French, to Invoke his ald agalnst the
dnglish government, to share in
trenson? If he could bave told It to
anybody, he would have done so to
Michael; but if it wus true that In
his blindness he had killed Boyne, he
would not seek to escape by proving
Boyne a traltor.

Dyelk had o foolish strain In him,
after nll. Romance was his deadly
foo; It made him do a stupld, If chival-
rous, thing., Meanwhile, he would
wirn the government at once about
the projected French naval raid,

“Michael,” msaid Dyck, rising, “see
my father, but you're not to say 1
didn’t kill Boyne, for, to tell the truth,
I don't know. My head"—he put his
hund to It with a gesture of despalr—
“my head's a mass of contradictions.
Do you know It seems a thousand
vears sinee I entered that tavern? 1
can't get myself level with all that's
happened, That Erris Hoyne should
be the father of that sweet girl at
Limerick and the husband of Mrs,
Llyn shakes me. Don't you see what
It means? If 1 kUled him, it spolis
everything—everything. If [ didn’t
kill him, I can onaly help myself hy
blackening still more the life of one
who gave being to—"

“Aye, to o young quceen!”" Inter
rupted Michael. “God knows, there's
none llke her In Irelund, or In any
other country at all[®

Suddenly Dyck regalned his eom-
posure; and It was the composure of
oné who hnd opened the door of hell
and  had Penlized that in time—per
hnps not far off—he alse wonld Mwell
in the Infernal place,

“Michael, I have no money, but I'm
my father's helr, My father will not
sé¢ me starve In prison, nor want for
defense, though my attitude shall be
‘no defense.’ So bring e decent food
und some clothes, and seud to me Here
Will McCormick, the lawyer. He's aw
able*’'n man as there Is In Dullin.

would

Frris Royne, What will come of what
you and I know and don't know,
Heaven only has knowledge; but I'll
see It through. I've spolled as good
chances as ever a young man had
that wants to make his way ; but drink
and carde, Michael, and the flare of
this d—d life at the center—It got
hold of me. It muddied, drowned the
best that wns In me, It's the witeh's
kitehen, Dublin Is. Ireland's the only
place n the world where they mnke
saints of criminals and pray to them;
where they lose track of time and think
they're In eternlty; where emotion is
saturnine logle and death Is the touch-
stone of life. Michael, 1 don't see any
way to safety. Those fellows down at
the tavern were friends of Erris Boyne,
They're agninst me, They'll hang me
{f they can!"

“1 don't belleve they can do It, mas-
ter. Dublin and Ireland think more
of you than they did of Erris Boyne.
There's nothing behind you except the
wildness of youth—nothing at all"”

Dyck smiled,

“You've a lot of falth In me, Michael
—but I'1 tell yon this: I never was
go thirsty In my lfe, My mouth's
ke a red-hot Iron., Send me some
water, Glve the warder slxpence, If
you've got Jt, and gend me some wi-
ter. Then go to Wil McCormick, and
after that to my father.”

Michael shook his head dolefully.

“Mr. McCormick's alsy—oh, alsy
enough,” he sald. “He'll lep up at the

["‘l'll Fight—Before God, I'll Fight to
the Lastl"

Idex of defendin’ you, but I'm not
takin' pleasure In golng to Miles Cal-
houn, for he's a hard man these days.
Aw, Mr. Dyck, he's hed a iot of trou-
ble, ‘Things has been gein' wrong with
Playmore. 'Pon honor, & don't know
whether anny of It'l last as long ns
Miles Calhoun lasts, ‘Therw'll be little
left for you, Mr, Dyck. That's what
troubles me. I tell you It'd Break my
heart If that place should be f08t to
your futher and youn. I was IWn on
ft. T'd glve the best years of the Mife
that's left me to mnke sure the vld
house could stay In the hands of (e
Calhouns, I say to yon that while I
live all T am I8 yours, falr nnd foul,
good and bad.” He touched his breast
with his right hapd, *“In here s the
goul of Irelond that leps up on the
heights for the things that matter,
There's a song—but never mind about
n gong; this 18 no place for songs. It's
a prison-house, and you're a prisoner
charraA—" -

il

“Nol charged yot, not eharged,”
(nterrupted Dyck; “but suspected of
ahd atrested for a erime. Pl Oght—
before God, I'll fight to the lnst! Good-
by, Michael; bring me food and
clothes, and send me cold water ut
once.” 5

When the door closed softly behind
Michael, Clones, Dyck sat down on the
bed wliere many a ecriminal patriot
had laln. He looked round the small
room, bare, unfurnished, severe—ter-
ribly severe; he looked at the blank
walls and the barred window, high up;
he looked at the floow—it was digeok
ored and damp. He reached out and
touched It with his hand. He looked
at the solltary chalr, the basly and
pafl, and he shuddered,

“How awful—how awful!" he mur-
mured, “But If it was her father, and
If 1 killed bim"—his head sank low—
“If 1 killed her father!”

“Water, sir.”

He looked up. It was the guard
with a tin of water and a dipper.

CHAPTER VI.
Mother and Daughter.

“I don't believe he's gullty, mother,"
The girl's fine eyes shone with feel-
Ing—with protest, Indignation, angulsh.
Shelln Llyo was a chawplon who
would fight to the last gasp for any
cause ghe loved,

“Let us go to Dublin, mother,” she
sald  with a determlned ale, after
reading the clipping.

“Why, my dear?”’

The woman's eyes, with thelr long
lashios, looked searchingly Into her
duughter's face, She felt, ns the years
went on, that Bheila had gifts granted
to few. Bhe realized that the girl bad
resources which would make her a
governing  influence In  whatever
sphere of life she should be set,
Quletly, Shella wus taking control of
thelr movements, and Indeed of her
own dally life. The girl had a domi-
nating skl which came o part from
herself, and also to & degree from her
futher; but her disposition was not
her father's—It was her mother's,
Shetln had been told by her mother

Listen, Michael, you're not to speak of |'
Mrs. Lidya and Miss Liyn ae related to'

that her father hmd passed away
abroad when she was a litle ehlld,

She had never meon her father's ple
ture, and her mother had given hee
the lmpression that thelr last doys to.
gether had not been happy., She had
nlways felt that It wns better not te
inquire too closely into her fatber's
life.

8he wns as bonny n Inss as ever
the old world produced—lithe, with a
body lke that of a boy, strong and
pleasant of face, with a haunting beau-
ty In the eyes, a mnjesty of the neck
and chin, and a carriage which had
mnde Michael Clones call her n queen,

She saw Dyck only as a happy, wild
won of the hillstop. To her he was a
man of mettle and worth, Irresponsi.
ble because he had been given no re-
sponsibllity. He was a country gentle-
man of Ireland, with all the Interest
and peril of the life of a country
gentleman,

“Yes, we ought to go to Dublin,
mother, We could help him, perhaps,”
Shelln Insisted.

The mother shook her hend mourn-
fully.

“My child, we could do him no good
at all—nope whatever. Besides, 1 can't
afford to visit Dublin now, It's an
expensive journey, and the repalrs
we've been dolng here have run me
close. My dear, our best place Is here,
Of one thing I'm sure—Iif Dyck Cal-
houn killed Errls Boyne, Boyne de-
served It. Of one thing I'm certain
beyond all else—it was no murder.
Mr. Calhoun wasn't a man to murder
any one, I don't belleve"—her volce
pecnme pagsionate—‘‘he committed the
murder, and T don't belleve he will be
hooged,” g :

b The 236 looked at her mother with
unvelled surprige, “Oh, dearest, dear-
est!" she sald. “I belleve you do enre
for him. Is It because he has no
mother, and you have no son?" "

“It may be so, beloved." i

With lmpulse Shelln swept her arms
aroutti her mother's neck and drew the
fine head to her breast

At that moment they heard the clats
ter of hoofs, and presently they saw
a horse and rider pass the window,

“It's 0 government messenger, moihes
er, Shelln sald,

As Shella sald, it wns a government
messenger, bearing a packet to Mrs.
Llyn—a letter from her brother In
Amerlea, whom she had not seen for
muny yenrs,

The brother, Bryan Llyn, had gone
out there as a young man before the
Revolutionary war. He had prospered,
tnking sides agalnst England In. the
war, and beeame n man of importance
in the schemes of the new republican
government. Only occaslonally bad
letters come from him to his sister,
and for nearly eleven years she had
not had a single word from him,

Shella watehed her mother reading,
and saw that great emotion possessed
her, though the girl could not know
the enuse, Presently, however, Mrs,
Liyn, who hnd read the letter from
her brother, made a joyful exclama-
tlon,

“What Is It, mother dear?' Shella
nsked engerly. “Tell me!"

The mother made a passionate ges-
ture of astonishment and joy; then
she lenned back In her chalr and
cloged her eyes, with the letter—which
was clasely written, f old-fashioned
punctillonsness—in her hands, ¢

“Oh, my dear, my dear!” she sald.
“ITow strange It all Is! Your Uncle
firvan s lmmensely rich, He has no
chi®ren and no family; his health s
falling,” 4

She sepmed able fo get no further,

“\Well, what Is It, mother?' asked
Shella agnin, !

For an [nrignt Mrs. Liyn hesitated
then she put the letter Int2 0

hands,

“Read It, my thiid,” sl said. “dt's
for you as much ok for me—indeed,
more for you than for me' ' 3

Dyck is released from prison

after four years.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

FRENCH USE ENGLISH WORD

Academy Which Keeps Language Con
rect Decides to Admit “Gentle-
man" to the Dictionary,

——

The French ncademy, which devotes
long slttings to the tnsk of keeping
the French language absolutely cor-
rect, and which regavds all foreign
words Introduced Into the languige
with horror, has just mada an excep-
tion In favor of an English word,
which Is henceforward to have a place
in the officinl dictlonary of France,
says the London Telegruph. This (s
the word “gentlemnn,” which s very
frequently used In modérn writing and
conversation rather than the time-
honored gentilhomme, which ordinare
Ily means nobleman, but which, in the
new edition of the dictlonary, Is to
be described as meaning “a man who
without being noble by race, has lofty
sentiments, elegant manners, nnd does
noble acts.” With regard to the word
“gentleman,” 1t Is to be described In
the dictlonary as “an English word
someMmes emploved In French In the
metapliorical and mornl sense of the
word gentilThomme."

This Is undoubtedly not the last
time the [ nech academy will he
enlled upon to give an official welecomes
to an English word which has become
eurrent In the French Innguage; for
example, the word “home” s hecoming
n great favorite, and the misuse of
the words “smoking” sand “dancing®
for “smoking jacket” nnd “dance halt®
hig hecome so usual that the Dnglish
orlgin af the words Is quite (orgotten.

Remove Staina,
Soften old stalns with castor ofl er
jard and they will coma out more sas
lly. The gaszoline or benzine will o9
move sl traces of the wedihuce.




