
at him out of cold, brown eyes, he 
knew. It was Half Pint! 

Suddenly hia mind went back to 
his early days of seven and eight 
years. He remembered how satis- 
fied he felt after poking his tongue 
out at an enemy. He did so at his 
neighbor. But his neighbor's mind 
had gone back to the twelve-year 
stage. A dainty, tiny, gloved hand 
went up and the tiny thumb touch-; 
ed the end of the funny nose with 
the freckles on it and the tiny fin- 
ger wriggled as if for exercise. 
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j 3c stamp, to cover mailing 

costs, for Free Sample of 
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Something, he thought, had to be 
done about this fresh girl. 

He was entering the bank when 
one of his admiresses caught up 
with him. She was Vernita, with 
the light brown complexion and 
brown hair. She was wearing a 

blue turbin and a blue dress. The 
dress was too long for morning 
wear. He wondered whether Half 
Pint would wear a long dress in 
the morning. 

"Hello, Pretty Boy,” she said 
smiling up at him. She saw that 
his eyes were black. “What’s the 
matter? You aren't angry because; 
I met you, are you?” 

“I,” said Prescott, “am not angry 
with you. But I shall be pretty! 
soon.” 

He then walked away. 

ritousands of Women 
Have Taken Gardul 

on Their Mothers' Advice 
It Is an impressive fact that many 
women have said they learned of 
the value of Cardui from their 
mothers. 

What stronger evidence of her con- 

fidence in a medicine could a mother 
have than that she advises her daugh- 
ter to take it! 

Cardui is given the credit for re- 

lieving so many cases of womanly 
suffering that it is widely and favor- 

ably known. Druggists, everywhere, 
sell it. 

If you are weak, run-down, suffer- 
ing monthly, take Cardui. Take it 
for a reasonable length of time and 

try it thoroughly. As your health 

improves, you will share the enthusi- 
asm of thousands of women who have 
written to say: ‘'Cardui helped me.” 

The proper face powder, more perhaps than 
any other one thing, is responsible for wom- 

an’s fresh, attractive appearance. That’s why it is extremely important that YOU select YOUR 
powder with care. When you choose Genuine 
Black and White Complexion Powder, you have 
made a wise choice because it is the finest face 
powder money can buy. Made by a special new 

process, this alluringly perfumed powder blends 
magically and clings smoothly and' evenly for 
hours. No powder can do more. Five tints, 
White, Flesh, Pink, Brunette and High Brown. 

Eijty the Best end Save Money 
No matter how high a price you pay, you simply can’t buy a 
fmer powder than Genuine Black and White -at 25c. The black and white square box in which this powder comes is known to thousands as a symbol of quality and value. 

♦ 

•‘Pretty Boy, why didn’t you come 

to see me last night? You haven't 
got another girl, have you? Because 
if you have, I’ll-” 

Prescott stopped and looked down 

“What?” he demanded. 
“Oh, Pretty Boy, don’t you love 

me any more? Come over to my 
apartment tonight.” 

“I'm busy tonight” 
"You fool! Do you think-” 
He had walked away. 
"What about Tuesday?—Wednes- 

day?” 
“I’ll be over Monday,” he said 

carelessly, touched his hat and 
walked into the hank. 

Tuesday, Wednesday and Thurs- 
day he worked in his garden, 
dressed, went to work, and. went 
to see his girl-friends and thought 
about Half Pint. What was her 
name? How could he get revenge? 
Why wasn't she impressed by his 
—er—manly beauty? Where did she 
get her nerve from? Of course, 
he did not care one thing about her 
—if hating her did not count. Half 
Pint was one girl he really hated. 
What was her real name? 

His Aunt Louise told him their 
last name was Wilson. She also 
told him that they had a “lovely” 
parlor suite, but the dining room 
suite was “simply horrid.” She al- 
so told him that the Wilsons were 
still paying for their "lovely” parlor 
suite and their “simply horrid” din- 
ing room suite. 
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was that half-pint sized impi 
Friday, he was sitting in the 

bank counting the number of per- 
fect legs that came into the bank. 
He was not bothered about the 
faces. Too many women were on 

his hands now. He had just count- 
ed the fourth pair of perfect legs 
when he caught his breath sharply. 
He had seen the perfect, perfect 
pair of legs. 

The perfect, perfect pair of legs 
were held up by a tiny pair of green 
shoes. 

Since-the perfect, perfect pair of 
legs were coming toward his win- 
dow, he did not bother to look at 
her face. Only'a pretty woman 
could have had such legs. She would 
be smiling up at him in a few 
minutes. 

A bank book was pushed under 
the window to him by a tiny red 
brown hand with tiny, pointed, 
green nails. Prese:tt looked at 
that hand sharply. There was 

something familiar about that 
hand. He had a feeling that he 
had felt—he looked up suddenly 
and into a pair of cold, brown eyes. 

“You!” he gasped. 
“Of course it’s me! Who else do 

you suppose I could be?” 
She pushed a five-dollar bill 

through the window and added: 
“Hurry up!” 
Silently he wrote in the book. He 

noticed that her name was Heph- 
zibeth. He wondered how anyone 
could name her child a name like 
that. He didn’t know it, but she 
wondered the same thing. 

“Thank you,” she said coldly. Her 
lips curled scornfully as she added: 
“Pretty Boy.” 

tie watched the little green-clad 
figure with the hat perched on 
the side of her red head, as she 
walked out of the bank. 

Somehow he didn’t like the way 
she had called him, “Pretty Boy.” 
It sounded foolish and made him 
feel foolish. That girl always made 
him feel foolish. 

He turned to wait on another cus- 
tomer. After the customer had 
gone, the telephone rang. 

“Is that you, Pretty Boy?” came 
a baby voice over the wire. "This 
Honey and-” 

“This,” said Prescott, “is Alwin 
Prescott,” and hung up the receiver, 
ceiver. 

This made him feel better. 
* * *- 

Prescott chuckled to himself all 
day, Monday. Vemita. with the 
brown hair and complexion was 
peeved at his inattention. 

“What’s the matter, Pretty Boy?” 
asked Yernita. 

"Nothing,” he answered. But there 
was a far away happy look in his 
eyes. 

"You’re not paying any attention 
to me,” raid she, snuggling up 
closer to him. 

He put his arm around her. He 
had gotten even with Half Pint. It 
was really wonderful! 

"Kiss me, Pretty Boy.” 
He kissed her. He had gone to 

Watson's for lunch with Laveme, 
with the blue eyes and blond hair. 
Who should walk up to him to 
serve him—but Half Pint? 

"You’re not thinking about me,” 
Vemita pouted. 

He had ordered several dishes, 
sent them back, ordered some more, 
complained and sent them back. He| 

had ordered milk. When she 
brought it, he declared he had or- 

dered ginger ale. In short, he had 
given her hell. In the end, he had 
walked out without leaving her a 

tip. He had never had a better 
time in his life. 

“Pretty Boy!” 
He became conscious of Vernita. 

“What?” 
“Don't you love me?” 
"No.” 
He took her in his arms and 

kissed her. Once, twice, then he 
decided it was too hot to make love. 

Vernita had started using a per- 
fume he hated and it was always 
stuffy in her apartment. She al- 
ways wanted to make love when it 

was too hot. Vernita just made 
him sick and tired. This was his 
last visit there. 

“Let's go out riding," he said 
abruptly. 

“But, Pretty Boy, it’s eleven. Let's 
just stay here.” She put her arms 
around him and smiled up at him. 

“Come on. I’m going.” 
“Oh, all righk,” she pouted. 
The cool sweet breeze soon drove 

the pout from Vernita's mouth. It 
even made Prescott feel more civil 
toward her. 

After driving miles and miles he 
turned off in an apparently desert- 
ed road. He snapped off his lights 
and began to tell Vernita how beau- 
tiful she was. She laughed softly! 
and put her arms round his neck.. 

“Do you love me?” 
Prescott frowned. She would 

ask him that. He didn't love any 
! woman. 
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| A familiar voice saved him. Both 
looked in the direction it came 

from. Tliis road was not deserted. 
“Are you a foci?” came the fami- 

jliar voice. 
“Don't be like that, baby?” 
Alwin took Vernita's arms from 

round his neck. That voice was 

.very familiar. 

| “Some fools,” laughed Vernita. 
“Let me go! Do you want to 

get hurt?” 
“Say, what do you suppose I 

brought you here for?” 
Prescott straightened. 
“You damn fool. Let me go!” 
Prescott opened the car door. 

There was only one person who 
said "Damn!” like that. How dared 
she come out here alone in a car 
with a guy like that! The next 
instant he was out of the car and 
running toward the other car, with 
a flash light in his hands. 

“Hey,” growled the man, blink- 
ing, "what the hell are you doing?” 

| “Half Pint,” said Prescott, “get 
out of that car!” 

“No,” said Half Pint unsteadily, 
"I can take care of myself.” 

“Mind your own business, beauti- 
ful!” 

"If you don't get out of that car, 

I I'm going to take you out!” 
“Oh yeah? I brought this dame 

here and she's gonna stay here! 
See? Do you want me to break 
your pretty nose?” 

Prescott felt sorry for this poor 
man. Did he really think he could 
break his “gorgeous” nose? 

“Get out!” he said to Half Pint.1 
“Just take me out!” 
“I warned you,” snarled the! 

man, “now I’m gong to break your 
pretty nose.” 

Vernita let out a loud squeal as 
the man got cut erf the car. 

Suddenly Prescott's flst shot out 
and landed on the unknown's chin, 
as Half Pint's hand had landed on 
his cheek before. The unknown 
sank to the ground. 

Prescott took Half Pint out of 
the car and deposited her between 
Vernita and himself. Vernita snif- 
fed. 

“Miss Hephzibeth.” (he felt Half 
Pint wince and didn’t blame her) 
“Wilson—Miss Vernita Jones.” 

"How do?” said Vernita coldly. 
"Hello,” said Half Pint just as 

joldly. Then to Prescott, "I know 
low to take care of myself!” 

“Yes? You sure have a poor way 
if showing it.” This time he was 

;he winner. 
“I wish you’d just mind your own 

jusinese!” 

“Listen, Hair Pint, I—” 
“Don't call me that! My name 

is Midge!” 
Vernita spoke up. 
“Oh, Pretty Boy—•” 
“Alwin,” said he. 
“But Pret—” 
“Alwin!” 
She shot Half Pint, or Midge a 

iroaen glance. 
"Miss Hepfazibeth—” 
“Midge.” corrected Midge. 
“Miss Heph—” 
“Midge!” 
“The next time you go out with 

seme guy. Half Pint—” 
“Midge!” 
“Half Pint!” 
“Midge! If you insist on calling 

me that. Til call you—you—” 
He thought she would say, "Pret- 

ty Boy.” 
“Call you—Quart!” 
“What a name!” 
Vernita laughed. Alwin and 

Midge did not like that laugh. 
“I thought you were known for 

not bothering with anything but 
pretty women,” she laughed nastily. 
“I see you're very interested in this 

Doctors Give Creosote 
For Dangerous Coughs 

For many years our best doctors have 
prescribed creosote in some form for 
eoughs, colds and bronchitis, knowing 
how dangerous it is to let them hang on. 

Creomulsion with creosote and si* 
other highly important medicinal ele- 
ments, quickly and effectively stops all 
coughs and colds that otherwise might 
lead to serious trouble. 

Creomulsion is powerful in the treat* 
ment of all colds and coughs no matter 
how long standing, yet it is absolutely 
harmless and is pleasant and easy to take. 

Your own druggist guarantees Cree* 
mulsion by refunding your money if yon 
are not relieved after taking Creomub- 
won as directed. Beware the cough or 

cold that hangs on. Always keep Creo* 
mulsion on hand for instant use. (adv.) 

How Business Men 

Groom Their HAIR 
At tlie very moment La-Ein-Strait 

Dressing touches your hair, tight 
scalp clinging curls become soft and 
easy to comb out straight. That's be- 
cause La-Em-Strait is triple softening 
in effect. It is also double glossing 
which makes hair of any kind good 
looking. Business men prefer La-Em- 
Strait Hair Dressing. It keeps them 
looking their best. Positively guaran- 
teed to be better than anything that 
ever touched your hair—or money 
back. Not greasy. Pure white, clean 
and nice in fragrance. Not too heavy 
—not too light. Ends scalp itch. Pro- 
motes growth of hair. Easy to use. 
Keeps the hair neatly in place all 
day long. In tins 25e and 50c. In jars 
50c and .ft .56. Sold everywhere. FREE: 
Send 10c for a 3-Day Package of La 
Em Strait and a 3-Day Package of 
Tantalizing Brown Skin Face Powder 
will be enclosed Free. Ho-Ro-Co Mfg. 
Co., Desk E, St. Louis, Mo. 
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If those wretched ailments so com- 
mon to womankind have put age tines 
on your face and made you feel ten 

years older than you really are 
don't be discouraged and give up hope. 
You can be YOUNG and feel YOUNG 

full of vitality and pep ... strong, 
robust, active and as healthy as anyone. 

Start Taking This 
Famous Tonic 

St.Joseph’s G.F.P. was made for 
women m your condition. Not only 
does it help to banish those petty ail- 

ments, but it helps to tone up your 
whole system, restore energy and 
strength, replenish vitality and give 
you lots of pep and enthusiasm. 

Money-Back Guarantee 
St. Joseph’s G.F.P. is made from Na- 
ture’s own roots and herbs which have 
been used for more than a century to 

invigorate and strengthen weak, run- 

down women. Start taking it today. 
Your druggist sells the big dollar bot- 
tle of St. Joseph’s G.F.P. on an abso- 
lute money-back guarantee. Try itl 


