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A FOREWORD OF
JAMES HOPPER

James Hopper startad his literary §
b career on A Ban lrancisco news- ¢
paper, Shortly after this he was
one of thosse who answered a call
for 1,000 teachers to go to the
I'hilippines, and was asnt to the
Island of Negros, He jolned that ¢
pedagogical company to galn the
vpportunity to study the life around
him, which Iater he could weave
into atories. The result of his stay ¢
in the Philippines was & series of %
ntories which appeared first In Me-
Clure's Magazine, and then in ths
book called *“*Caybligan,” which
means “friend” in the Philippine
lunguawe,

In 1514 Mr, Hopper went to
France as a war correspondent,
In 195 he returned to this country
and went to the Mexican border
with tha American army. When
wa entered the World war he agalin
went to I'rance, still as a corre-
epondent, but he jolned In the
fiehting, golng over ths top with
the Twenty-elghth Infaniry at Can«
tigny. He says that this fa his
main war feat, but that In college
he piayesd foothall! His story
“The Becoop of Cherles Hamilton
Potis"” gives a realistic and human
but intensely humorous account of
A reporter in battle. !

The Phillppine stories, continued
for a number of years, were fol-
lowed by fActlon of France, and
then Mr. Hepper turned to writing
of our own great West, All of
this material was published in our
leading magazines,

At present Mr,
lenns  toward

Hopper's work
Introspection, It
shows rare quality and wvarlety.
“The Anta,’ written for the Star
Author Serles of Matrimoninl Ad-
ventures, touches one of the big
problems of marriags. It Is told
with a polignant skill,

MARY BTEWART CUTTING, JR.
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B b e o T o ol

Peter left the studlo, where he had
been pninting steadily for hours, and
stepped out Into the garden, It was
full moon; he blinked under the high
sun and stretched, stlll a little dazed
from his long plunge in toll; he Inhaled
full the perfume of roses,

A short distance from him, on the
edge of the driveway, was a big hole—
dug, he surmlised, to receive some trans-
planted bush, lllac or magnolla, Water,
trickling from a hose that stretched
like a black snake across the lawn, was
making of this excavation a small lnke,
Peter stepped to the little gurgling
luke, and sat himeelf contentedly near
its bank. A small lake sufficed Peter;
he did not need a big one,

It was lovely here. The water sang;
slowly, It rose; the flowers perfumed;
Peter's soul dilated dellciously, Far
above, In the Llue, a hawk clrcled,

But this did not last, Within the
circle of Peter's carefully established
vacuum, a small hard thing began to
fntrude. The rasp of a rake, there be-
hind the hedge, at his back., His face
darkened and puckered,

He knew who was raking there be-
hind the hedge, Not only did he know;
with that implacable vislon given to
him with life, he also saw,

It was his wife who was there be-
hind the hedge, raking. And though
behind the hedge, which was at his
buck, he saw her,

He knew exactly how she looked,
there, behind the hedge. She had on
the wrapper with the big flower pat-
tern; It was tled around her with a
cord at the end of which was a worn
tassel. Underneath, the solled white
liem showed off the gown she had worn
in the night—for from her bed she had
gone to her garden. Her bare feet
were in old brown slippers; there
would be streaks of wet ground across
the part of the feet which showed be-
tween the flaceld slippers and the
solled gown,

They pressed the earth, these feet,
firmly ; wet down well apart In a solld
wlide Lase, they pressed it famlllarly,
They might—he had seen that—be
sunk, In their flaceld slippers, Into soft
manure, unshrinkingly.

Her hnlr would be tled tight In a
small knot behind, She squatted often
over some seed, some weed. She was
fike a strong thick coolle of the rice
paddies,

Peter's face puckered still more, Not
with anger, not with disgust, but with
a sort of mournful helplessness. Then,
abruptly, another vision came to him.
He saw her as she had been years ago,

She was walting for him at a stile,
on the far edge of a golden fleld. She
was slender, fragrant amd soft, Her
pretty frock was cut low at the neck;
the beginning of her virgin breasts
pwelled dellclously there. And her
eyes, turned up to him, were a llttle
wet, as Venus 16 at dawn, and the red
challee of her Wps was slightly opened.

Peter squirmed uneasily; the help-
less desolation deepened still on his
fuce,

But a sharp prick at his right ealf
made him dellver a large slap there,
Life from all sldes was attacking the
retrent of reverle In which so snugly
he had tried to ensconce himself, From
beneath his slap a small ant dropped,
eruslied, te the ground. But she was

lof the exeavation,

————

not the only one about. An army of
ants was passing cloge to his feet; so
close, in fact, that they swirled about
these extremitios ps a host, following a
valley, doubles some rocky El Capltan,
Pater hastily withdrew Lis feet, kneel
Ing down, strefching his rather long
neck, he proceeded to observe what
wams happening,

Across the drive, from the excava-
tlon of which Peter's funcy had muade
n lake, from that hole to the hedge,
the ants stretched, a brond rusty-red
ribbon, At first Peter thought they
were marcling one way, then he saw
that the movement was a double one,
Hundreds of thousands of the gmall
carapaced creatures were marching
from the hole to the hedge; but as
many were marching from the hedge
to the hole; they threaded thelr way
In and out of each othors’ course, the
two movements Interpenetrated each
other. And bringing his long nose still
lower, P'eter saw that ell this had a
character of panle and dlsmay; that,
had this wultitude not been denled
volee, n great confused clamor would
be rising to his high-perched ear.

Of these hastening from the vicinity
every one wns
laden. Carrying it high In thelr man-
dibles for short exhausting runs, or
dragging It flercely after them; over
stlcks that were great logs to them,
or pebbles that were Himalayas ; skirt-
Ing or plercing clumps of grass which
were lmpenetrable jungle, they bore
ench a small whitish thing which
looked like a groln, which, In fact was
graln—the gruln, the life spark, the
existence (tself of this agitated na-
tlon,

Peter ran a glance backward over
their matth and found Its starting
polot. The nnts had =&ll emerged,
they were emerging, from five small
holes near the excavation; five little
holes smaller than the hollow of a
wild-oat straw, Out of them, cease
lessly, In a constant trickle, they ap-
peared Into the sunllght, carrying on
high before them, as the monk does
the cross, the sacred larva; or, back-
Ing up, fercely snatching It along
after them. Here those of the army
who marched the reverse way, and
which all were without burden, met
those that were coming out and, let-
ting them pass, after n moment's hesl.
tation during which they seemed to he
culling to themselves all their cour-
age, resolutely plunged head first down
Into the earth. Peter now understood.
He was the witness, the god-llke wit-
ness of just such a catastrophe as, in
the tenebrous past, again and agaln
had nearly wiped out his own kind.
The water, which waa filling the ex-
cavation dug In the garden, from be-
low had established communication
with the city of the ants. It was ris-
Ing slowly down in there; slowly, mys-
terlously, Inexorably: filling the low-
est chambers, rising along the gal-
leries, bursting Into halls; and the pop-
ulation, In mute uproar, was fleeing
its ecrumbling clty, hugging tight to it-
self Its life kernel.

Peter's heart thumped and bis
brain flamed. He saw clearly the great
underground ecity, its vast halls and
dim secret chambers, Its intervened
gallerles vibrant with peril and disas-
ter. He heard the sullen roar of sud-
den Inrushing waters, Walls fell In
large flakes, celllngs collapsed, floors
sucked in, and thousand upon thou-
sand every second dled. He saw the
stubborn eltizens, In this Immense dls-
solution of all they had ever heen
sure of, tenaclously toiling to snutch
from thls cataclysmie threat the fu-
ture of the race, the grains which
were the concentrated promise of fu-
ture generations, Down there, at
every heart beat, thousands died a
sncrificinl deanth; down there, under
ground, a great holocaust was taking
place, made splendid by a myriad
herolsms. Peter became much exclted;

But a broom, a blg, capable garden
broom now planted itself down at his
glde: and without looking at more
than the broom, which he could see
out of the corner of his eye, he knew
that his wife was standing by.

“Look, Dalsy,” he sald, lnviting her
to share his emotlon. “Look at the
ants."

There was a moment's sllence up
there. Then: "“Ants! I should think
there wera! Why, they'll get Into
the house! Let's kill them!"

He satratched out his hand and
turned his fingers around the broom
handle, “Get down here with me and
look,” he sald. “It's an extraordinary
slght. It's llke Sodom, Babylon, At-
lantis all rolled Into one!"

“Yes—ahd they'll be in the pantry
next. It'll be Babylon In the pantry.
Come—let's sweep them off.”

The broom stirred In hls hand; he
detained It. “Dopn't. They are the
survivors of a terrible disaster. They
have sean thousands of thelr mates
swept to horrible death., They are
aafe, bearing with them the future
life of thelr natlon. Why, It would he
a8 If men escaped from a clty de-
stroyed by flood, standing at last on
high ground, naked, exhausted, hut
glive, saw now upon them the moun-
tain falling!"

“It won't be a mountaln,” she sald.
“Tt will be a broom!"

“Hold on; walt,” he pleaded hur-
rledly, trying & more Intimate appeal.
‘Lot me wateh them. Dalsy—walt—
I'm getting something out of It! Let
me wateh It!"

But the broom was now out of his
hand, and In three, four scythe-like
strokes the thing was done. Of the
broad rusty-red ribbon of carapaced,
pullulating life stretched across the
drive, there was nothing left but, here
and there, a lone, squirming smeall spot
indented Into the ground; and on the
surface of the water In the excava-
tion a Alm made of dust, dead and
mangled ants, and eggs.

For a moment stupor alone pos-

sessed 'eter, [ie Lhiad, during his con-
templation, shrunk himself to the size
of the anta; or, rnther, he had swelled
them to his dlmensions; #o that the
terrifie completencss of the execution
performed by these three simple
sweeps of a &inple broom left him pro-
foundly astonlshied. Then, as the dnze
left llm, & viclence took ita place. He
faced her, he wunted to speak, nnd
he knew that what he wanted to say
was something Irreparable.  Dut ne
words came: his throat was altogether
tight, his mind a whirling blank.

Peter turned on his heel and walked
awny, He walked out of the garden,
and up the path which led to the vil
lage, In the village was a place where
one coulil drink; the plan at the back
of his hend was slmple enough, He
would go to that place and drink;
drink tlll he fell llke an ox struck
by the slaughtering hammer. But
that fixed point of Intent within him
was small within the turmoll he had
become. He felt as If polsoned, ab:
solutely poisoned. HIis head was hot,
he trembled; and a singular part of
him, detached and wralth-llke, hover-
Ing above him looked down with
amgzement at his siate,

He had seen gomething so clearly;
he had felt It so polgnantly—the min-
ute cosmie tragedy of these ants. Had
she seen nothing at all? Had she felt
nothlng?

A reservolr deep within him began
to surge. It ,wns a reservolr which
had been flling there In the dark,
drop by drop, for years. Sceveral thues
it had surged as It was now dolng,
But only with a teatative pulsing
which dld vot reach the rim., Now,
each surge hrought the accumulated
reserve higher. Like some alchemist's
brew Liolling on the fire, it rose, neared
the margin, collapsed, rose agaln, But
ench of (ts ebullitions was raising it
higher; nearer to the film which cur-
tnimed his consclousness from the dark
secrets bheneath ; nearer hia clenr con-
selousness, nearer his  mouth—his
tongue, his lips,

And suddenly, with a new effort, It
had done it—Iit had brimmed! Clearly
he heard the words spoken in the si-
lent sunlight, The little glade resound-
ed to them, spoken loud.

“Cruel—and stupid!”

That was it. “Cruel and stupld.”

Three times he heard the words
spoken before complete understand-
ing searched out his heart. And then,
to this full comprehension, he felt his
legs wobble, and abruptly sat down on
a little mound of grass,

He remained seated thus, lonmoblle,
his eyves fixed ahead os If upon a
ghost.

So this Is what It had come to after
all those years. To this he had come,
after all those years

To these words, spoken not merely
of the lips, but explosively expelied
by his entlrely certaln belng every
drop, every cell, every nerve,

These words, final judgment.

“Cruel—und stupld.”

The glade was very qulet In the sun,
and Insects hummed. Thoughta also
hummed about his head, vague, form-
less, buzzing thoughts, circling and
circling. But always, fixed in the
center, wus the kernel fact,

“COruel and stupid”—that s what he
had called her.

It seemed to him that a long time
had passed when suddenly, like a
mirage descended from the sky, an
tmage came clearly before his eyes.

It was that plcture of her as she
had been years ago. Standing at the
stile on the edge of the golden field;
with her red mouth, her dewy gtar-like
eyes, her gentle breasts,

He contewplated this long, and then
was forced to usk himself a question.

As she stood there, that time long
ago, 8o pretty, so tender and so warm,
and his arms ached, was she then, al-
ready, whut today he had called her?

If that were true, then women were
indeed terrible,

But If not true—what then?

A strange new kind of discomfort
teook possession of him; his mind, as
If affrighted, shled to one side, trled
18 bolt. He forced It back to the path,
“Conslder,’ be sald to his mind., *“Con-
slder-—you must cousider that”

EHer life, Immediately, passed by him
in one streak., Her life since thelr
two lives had been side by slde,

fle squirmed.

A drab life It was, a drab streak of
life. Poverty—to dullness—monotony
~—gsmallness.

And loneliness,
loneliness.

He? He bhad been absdrbed. He
had been combing and brushing and
sleeking and curling his soul. He had
been a coxcomb of the soul.

He had cultivated It, eoriched It,
He had colored it, chiseled It, cher-
ished It, Llke a dlamond cutter ab-
sorbed, without cease he had ground it
to new Iridescences,

He had elimbed a hill, ceaselessly
climbed a hill carrying his soul. And
left hers down there llke a stone,
And Time had worked Its will upon
the nbandoned soul. Duller and dull-
ér it hud become with luyer upon lay-
er of dull Time,

I'eter did not go up to the village.
When he rose after a while It was
toward home he made his way, at first
on hesitant feet which little by little
quickened thelr galt as a foolish fear
pricked him.

He found her lylog across her bed,
Ler head, face down, framed within
the Intertwinement of her arms and
her long loosened halr. She was
asleep; by the gentle pulsing of her,
he knew ghe was asleep,

Her cheek was flushed and brulsed:
she had been weeplng,

One look at her, vne glance ahout
the room, and he knew exuotly what

Yes, very probably,

had happened before his eyes,
She had come In hurrledly ; hurried-
ly she had bathed and begun to dress,

| he had at the heglnnlng
had happened; saw It as though Iti
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already  clothed  her;

nbout, scuttered om  chairs, neoo

open drawers,

She had gone adout dolug this
A trepldation of hinste, ns n chillid des
perately hustens who hius been threal
ened by Its purents with belng et
behind,  And hurrying, she Lad Loen
crylng; sobs had sounded in this lone
Iy rootn us she hurried.

Finally, to & larger burst of wow,
coming probably from some Inst small
struw (perhups one of her shoes had
refused to button, or some hook had
been found without an eye, ur some
rlbbon Ll slipped  buek  luto s
shenth), she had thrown herself nctoss
the sl Lo give way, altogether uncon-
trolled.  Awd weeping thus, hnd foallen
asleep

Stonding here, «hils eyes upon this
pust scene which he saw so well, Peter
remeiibersd thut which hg ever prom-
ised hime=elf o remember nind which
ever he forgot, That she was u child,
After all, but a child.

As i the days when she hind walted
for him at the stile, s0 now she wus
child, The rest—-the robust matron's
rendy, slmost rough nssurance; Ns
firm contempt for all that which wns
haze, and halo and opalescence and not
core—ull that was mere frout, She
wins w chilld,

He should remember that always, Of
course, he should plways remeriber It

I'eter lay down by his wife, und
found her hot lips, and awakened her;
she clutehed at Wim convulsively,

They murmured together. *“l'm sor-
ry, 'eter; I'm sorry."”

Then later: “Peter, you do 80 mad
den we at thnes, dear.  With your airs
—no, | don't mean that. But you do
shut tlie door upon me, Peter—you do
shut me out g0 much!™

St later: “And, Peter, you are of
those that llke the flowers but not the
gurdening

“Polishied floors, but not the polish-
ing."

“T know,

“Poter,
I aevept,
up uabove™

othere  ven
)

dear. 1 know."
lsten: 1 am of the earth,
You're always somewhere

“I Loow, dear. Not far above,
either, A fool place, in between, 1
kuow."

*I neecept, 1 am getting old, Ly

eryone does, Peter,
grow old.”

She whispered now,
even willlng to die!™

He pressed her closer, but the old
desolate helplessness had come buck,

“You, 'eter—you are such a rebel,
Peter! How you shut your eyes anid
fight ! ‘I'rying to hold what eaunot be
held. And hatlng me because 1 can't
For 1 can't, Peter, 1 can't!”

This a chlld? A strange child! No
—n child, Sinee in children was wis
dom. Was this wisdom? A spusm of
ravolt tightened his heart.

But she was weeplng now, softly,
aguinst his breast., He regathered her
In bis arms, and with this gesture felt
a new large tenderness fll him, A
tenderness which was not only for her,
but for many others—for the whole
world. The whaole poor purblind poer-
ing world which could not see straight,
which could not see clear, which suf-
fered dimly, Iln a sort of vague hot
delirium,

Near the end of the day, Peter stood
onee more wlone In the garden, For
what had passed In the afternoon, he
felt something llke embarrassment, a
sllght distaste, that strange revulsion
we feel whenever we hinve made the
gesture of plumbing life's emotional
depths,
wrong about It, somethlng unnatural;
as if life were meant to he lved al-
together on the surface, curefully on
the surface,

He felt the need of levity, Thnt Is
what, perhaps, made hilm remember
the ants; the ants which had been the
beginning of the afternoon.

A slight breeze, ruffling the pool,

I am willing to

“I'eter—1'm

As If there were something |
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LESSON FOR MAY 13

DAVID, THE POLCT.-KING

LESSEON TEXT-1 Sam, 1813

GOLDEN TEXT-8urcly, goodness and
merey shatl follow s wll the days of my
life,—Pu 2206

REFERENCE MATERIAL-1's. B1. 1ra
BT, Jer, BINEG; 1aake Acte 02 09-04

PRIMARY TOFIC-The Shepherd Boy

Chosen Kine
JUNIOR TOPre
| LR T 4

Cod Calls a Boy to Ra

INTERMEDIATE AND SENTOR TOPIC |

~David, as a Friend

YOUNG PHOFLE AND ADULT TOPIC |

=lwsgony From the Life of David

I. Samuel Mourns for Saul (v. 1),

1. Why He Mourned,  The denth of
Snul was no doubt g personnl loss to
Samuel, for Sanl was o commuanding
und lovable personality,  Then, too,
the ruln of s0 promising n  eareer

wonld deeply nffect a =oul ke Sam- |

uel.  Finolly the humilintion to God
atd God's people grieved hils hoart,
2. Fxeessive  Mourning  Rehuked.
The foet that God had r“lll'l'tl‘i} Sanl
should have Hfted Samnel ont of his
griel. Lxeessive grief over that which
Gl does Is o reflection upon Him and
shoulil be rebuked,  In nll God’s nets
we  shopld submit although [t
chonge our plans,  When sorrow
comes o hindranee fo
of duty, It merits rebuke,

Il. Samuel Bent to Ancint David
(vv, 1.0),

1. Snmuel's Fear (v,
by this time Saul was becoming a
tlesperate elinracter, Stmuel knew
that If Saul should hear that he wans
tuking steps to pnolnt 4 succeessor to
s throne, his own Hfe would he in
dungoer.  Samuel was wise in submit-
ting thl= diMeulr stitantion to the Lord,
Conl's servants are 1o e bhrove,
even when golng on ervands for God
chonhl not  eonrt  danger Wa
shouldl exerclise the grontest eantion
thnt  unnecessary  dangers  be
nvioddd,

2 The Lord's Directlon (vy, 2.

T

«).

W
L]

2.

muay |

the dischnrge |

Perlinps

it !

The Lord smoothed the way for Sam- |

uel,  He chowed him how to perform
hig duty and esenpe the danger

S|am- |

el wias to take g helfer and announee |

that he was golng to offer a snerifice
unto the Lord nnd to enll Jessp to the
saerifice. . The prophet was not told
all that would Lappen. This s usual-
Iv Goi's way with us,  1le gives us
our work plece by plece and guldes
s step by step.  Samuel’'s purpose
wus known only to him, It was to he
kept a secret o that the news would
not regaeh Saul, This wag a shrewil
device hut entlrely legitimate.  There
f& not necessity for ug to reveal all

oo purpmses,

had pushed together the dust, the ants |

and the eggs in g pitiful dead hudidle
agninst a hank.

“Where did they come In?" he nsked
himself,

He and his wife had this day made
one of those complete elreles which,
us If by some natural law, recurred
almost at certaln intervals, From a
state of hostility into which they had
glipped, through a crisis, to a renewed
gentleness of each ogher. They were
happy once more, Dalsy and he, But
what about the ants?  Where ld
they come In? It was over thelr hacks
this had happened, They had paid
for It. Dido't they count at all?

An Idea came to him, He ralsed
his face to the skies.

Whenever he did this, sensuous
painter that he was, he was much
more apt to visunlize the old familinr
Greek deitles than any more ahstract,
single and tervible god, So he did
this time.

A fog had come In from the sea; It
made a low floor of the heavens, nnd
on that floor Peter Imagined the gods
walking—Zeus, Hera, the whole gul-
axy, democratic, famillar, with rohes
a little disordered and wreaths a lt-
tle askew, He halled them,

“Helgh, up there, Zeus, Hera, Venus,
all of you, tell me plense!

“When, down here, the earth shakes,
mountalns slide, or the sea overflows,

“When, down here, there Is a Noah
flood, a San Franclisco earthquale;
when Ching dances and Saint Plerre,
with one belch of Its voleano Is blast.
ed,

“Does this weun, merely, that up
there, where you dwell, some small
marital diffeulty Is helng resolved?”

But from the gray celling—celling
to him, floor to them—there came no
answer whutever, Sa, P'eter ended

the day knowlng not much more thnn
And In that

state, smiling a philosaophien]l smile,
tarned his steps toward the house;
and the dinner which his goord linte

wife had there just put down for |

111, Samuel's Obedience (vv, 4.171),

1. The Trembling Elders of Dethiles
hem (vve 4, 3. It seems that the
whole natlon was shot through with
fear heconse of Saul's sin, To the
elilers’ plisrming Inquiry Samuei re-
sponded with the assuranee of peace,
Inviting them to Join hiltn In worship-
Ing the Lord,

2 Esamination of Jesse's Song (vv,
G128y, The Lord hnd revedled to Sam-
nel that one of Jesso's sons wns to
bt the new king, but not the partien-
Tnr The selectlon of the relght
one was o most bhnportant matier ns
destinies hang uwpon i, (1)  Eligh
refected (vy, @6, 7). Ellab was the
eldest son nand therefore he was the
first presented ns having first right to
the plaee of honor,  Further, he was
a splendid speclmen of a man, tall and
wijestie In appearines 8o thal even
Samuel was eaptivated by hln as he,

0.

had heen by Sanl. (10:24). Outward
[ appenranes was  faweruble  bhot  the
realities seen by God  were against

him. CGod knows whom Tle ean trust
with grent responsibilities.  We fre-
quently estlmute men by thelr dress,
enlture, wealth and positlon,
nre only gurface
frequently lead us astray,
inte  the heart. (2) David
(vv, B312), ANl but one of
sons had been loaked upon

hut  God
Lok s
chinsen

Josgi's

but stil the Lard's cholee had not ap- |

peared,  Jease's reply  to Samuel's
question ng to whether all his ehildren
had appeasred seems to hinply
DPuvid was not of miuch Importance,
He was considered gond enough
wiateh the sheep but not
enough to he ealled to the feast, le-
cunse David was falthful ns a shep-
herd boy, he was in line for promo-
tion when God's glven time arrlvd,

S David Anolpted (v, 13).
the shepherd Iad appeared, the Lord
directed Samuel to anolot him, When
the oll was applled the Splirit of the

Lord came upon him. David was u
gifted nnd arteactive Ind bur this
wis of no avall without the Splreit |

of Gl Power mast come from o,
Unly as we are anointed hy the Holy
Ghost eun we truly do the Lord's will
und work,
Knowing When,
Next to knowing when
opportunity, the most bmportant thing
fn life Is to know when to forego nn
ndvantage —Disraell,

Indulgence.
It I8 only necessnes
hecome yiore indulgent, 1 see po fault

commdtted that 1 have not commiltted

my el —Gaethe,
Our Life.
We poss our life tn dellbheration, and
we die upon it—-Quesnel,

These |
manifestations and

that |

to |
Important |

When |

tor selze AN i

to grow old te !

/

or
Liquid

PE-RU-NA

Mra N J Riley, B B No i, Box ML Cal-
vort, Tezas, wriles:

“1 hen naed Peo-m-na and anow it s

for ml;ln.ruu hs and catareh. It eun my
mi do not take cold when | use
‘oora-na. 1t is o groat medicine,”

Dndng the last Aifty year , Pe-ro-na
been looked upon as the reilable medicine
foreatarth of avery desoription, whother IL
benf the pose and throat, stomach, bowals
orsthar orgnns,

by iurlu Pa-rn-pa In the houss for
emargencies, serions -betnnll may fre-
quenily be me #o 1L aftor the grip
or Bpanish ¥ia,

$Sold Everywhere

Safe mstant
relief from
CORNS

Onr mingte—~and the pain of that corn
endal That's what Dy, Scholl’s Zino-pads
do—rafely, They remave the canie— fries
tion-pressure, and heal the irritation. Thue
you avod infeetion lrom cutting yous
corng or using corrosive acids. Thin; an=
tiseptic; waterpeond, Sires for corne, cabe
bouses, bunions. Get » bor today at yous
druggiat's of shoe dealer’

ler's,
Dr Scholl’s
Zino-pa
Mads in the laboratories of The Scholl
Mfg Co., makeri of De Scholl's Fost
Comfort Appliances, Arch Supporis, sie.

Put one on=the pain is gone!

—_—— - ———

Constipation

Relieved Without The Use
of Laxatives

Nujol s a lubricant—not a
medicine or laxative —go
cannot gripe.

When you are constipated,
not enough of Nature's lu-
brieating liquid is produced
in the bowel to keep the food
waste soft and moving,
Doctors prescribe Nujol be-
eauso it acts like this naturas
lubricant and thus secures reg
ular bowel movements by Na-

ture’s ownmethod-lubrication,
Try it today.

Nuyjol

A LUBRICANT=NOT A LAXATIVE

e ————

need not be thin
orf streaked with

[ - .
—g-BAN

' OUr nair scias:
RESTORER wilf

g Mg sl Il T B KR K
St o MESSIC - ELLIS, "Chomitn, MEMPHIS, TENN,

r—

Conspiracy.
Flrst Doctor—1 don't favor this sufe-
ty-lirst movement at all,
Second  Doctor—Neither do LIt
looks to me llke n combination In re
straint of trade,—Life.

Babg's little dresses will fust simply
dazzle If Red Crogs Dall Blue 1s used
| In the loundry, Try it and see for your-
selt, At all good grocers.—Advertise
nment,

Garage Definitions.
Mechanle—"A fellow who can take
an automobile apart,”  Wizard—"0One
| who cuan put It together ngaln."—LIf&
Onee minute of 1eal work beats an
honr's talking ahour it

‘Sure Relief
FOR INDIGESTION |

Sure Relief

DELL-ANS

| 25¢AND 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE _

Let Cuticura Be
Your Beauty Doctor

| ‘upﬁc.ﬂ“!&da&ﬁhﬁsl




