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The Guardian Angel

A COMPLETE NOVELETTE

1he Guardian Angel yawned mighti-
iy, stretched luxuriously seaed himselr | “Down stairs, sir; to dry my clothes.” |
on the euge of a feecy cloud anu
gazed idiy down upon the ship-dotted

1arbor.

I his particular harbor was a pet|
wlien

10 tune Guardian Anzgel
was duil elsewhere.

spot

business The

narbor was lined with massive plers,

alongside of which were moored pa
liners, rustily dilapidated
traiups, rasish schooners, and last,
vut by no uieans least, the squat, ugly
nghiug suips of the navy.

It was on one of these—the U. S. 5.
Springlield—ihat the gaze of the
vuardlan Angel was bent. The giant

lallal

cyuiser lay just off the navy yard, her

gray lorm rising giimly from the sun-
nissed waves; her big guns glinting
viclously in  their turrets, decks
swabbed to surpassing whiteness, her
brasswork rivaling the day itself iu
Li:liancy.

A figure stood alone on the Spring-
f.eld apart from its fellows. The
uuardian Angel bent a speculative
eye upom it. It suddenly, toppled
vverboard, splashed inte the river,
siruggled frantically for a moment.
sank, reappeared, and—the Guardian
sngel got busy.

A second figuer, catapulting from
the leadinan’s plaiform, shot clear of
+he ship and cleaved the water with
lnife-like precision. A bugle soundeu
sLrillyv. The “Man overboard!” signal
fiuttered at the halyard, and the crew
rushed to its appoined formation.

The struggle in the watter was briet
and businesslike. The second ngure
si1asped the first by the back of his
jamnper, clutched at the lifeline, and

in a very short space of time both |

ligures were back on the ship, and
tae Guardian Angel smiled a satisiied
sinile as he sectled back more comfort-
apiy on the edge of his cloud.
rookie,” soliloquized the
Aungel. "A poor, green, half-baked,
mlik-and-water rookie. Oh, well, 1
suppuse 1| mught as well help him a
Dii—having nowning else to do.”

+he Guard:an Angel vanished.

“he rookie stuck a dripping head
iato Lhe odoriterous galley, coughed
slightly to aitract the attention of the
COOK, and spoke In a volce as watery
as his clothes.

“Please, sir, may 1 dry my clothes
in the Kitchen?”

“I'ne what-a-at?”
1.4y emperor.

“The kitchen.”

“Wow!” screamed the
coock. “Let you in my galley? Why
vou dried-up, pink-cheeked, skinny
.deckswab you! Wh'daya think I'm
rucnin’ aboard this craft a Chink
lcundry?”

“N-n-n-no, sir.

A poor

roared the cull-

irascible

But you see——"

“Sure I see. An’ it ain’t nothin’
much to see either. It's a bloomin’
Lity they didn't let you sink ’stead
cf fishin’ you out!” Cookie was grow-
ing excited. “Why, you poor in-sig-
ri-fi-cant, cock-eyed, bow-legged son-
of-a-gun! Get t’ 'ell out 0" my galley
o1 I'll heave vou overboard again; you
hear me, you rubber-boot?”

The rookie only made bad matters
v'erse.

“Please, sir,” he advised in a mild,
shaky little tremolo, “you hadn’t
cugt to get mad. I didn't mean any
harm, sir; only wanting to dry my
clothes.”

“Mad!” the cook laughed wildly,
vaving his arms and thereby tvm
bling a bucket of spuds . Qh, my
Gawd! TI'll show you who is mad.
What d've think you are, anyhow,
¥ou " And cookie poured forth a
stream of naval Billingsgate that
ciackied in the fetid air of the galleyv
like a wireless spark run amuck,

The rookie remembered the better
rart of valor and crawfished hastily
out of the galley, amid the fanfare
of jeers from the seamen, who had
ustened grinningly and appreciatively
to the cook’s electrically personal re-
marks.

“Mama’'s own ickle boy!” taunted
cne. “Do um want to dry um
clothes?”

“Is um get wetted all over?”

“Ickle sing get treated so badly on
thhe naughty ship!”

The rookie stared at the group in
terror. Theyv were jeering, grinning,
rutkless lot. Even a big bluff master-
a:-arms whose part profanity had been
semihuman, took a hand in the verba:
assault.

“Wouldn't that make you sick?”
be demanded. “Just look at the boob.
He ought to be home in bed ’stead
of ¢cn a battle-ship. Lordy, what are
we coming to?”

“Slipped overboard,” chuckled the
onartermaster. “An’y’ just ought to
¢f heard him hollerin’ for help.”

“Oh, f'r the old navy,” chimed in
the ancient sailmaker’s mate. “He
1eeds keel haulin’, that’'s what. It's
the onlyv way to cure the namby
pamby kind.
on th’ old Monongahela

“Aw! save it, Sails.
to that on Sunday.”

The abashed rookie backed away
from the crowd and sidled across the
¢eck in the general direction of the
midshipman’s hatch.

“Hev,

coxswain;
headed?”

We’'ll listen

you'!™

“where d'yve think y'v

e

The rookie answered

politely:

By Octavus Roy Cohen

"

He’'ll cut through th’ alley
River Street reminds one of River-

A shout of derision rose heaven- side Drive—it is unlike that fash-

ward. “Down-stairs!” groaned
| coxswain.
“Down-stairs!
ze?
rookie.
an’ swab up that track of water you
| just lef. Shake a leg!”
“Yes, Of course,

Listen to it,

SIT. sir.

the
woula

But you ain’t bound ‘down-stairs,’
Y'r bound to get a deck-swad

. The

ionable thoroughfare. It is dark anad
roorly paved, and flanked on either
¢:ae by somber rows of squalid, red-
Lrick tenements. At each corner a
sputtering arc-light battles noisly to
dissemble the Stygian gloom, but with
faint success.

I n the wwiddle of the street, en the

. | E . O ) & b % : 1 3 e q
rookie walked apologetically forward right, a noisome alley, empties into

ardurous and
out nis

beside himself in the
task of wringing
cicthes under the eyes and
tongues of his hypercritical
mates. It mattered not when or wi.ere
‘hu turned, there was always some one
10 profler sarcastic advice. “Don’
g0 too near the edge, sonny, Yyou
might fall in again and get all wel.
Len't tootsie think him might catc.

rhFankless

coid?”
bottle?”
“F ventually he secured a swab—an
clé one—and returned to his appoint
ed task of swabbing the tracks let:
by his dripping uniform. Cockswain
buillied him through the job, much to
the delight of the bystanders. Ani
{inzlly, the task finished, he sough~
sclace in self-communion while his
tormentors gathered in the forecastl:
hezad, while the master-at-arms dis-
coursed sagely to the assemblage.

“An’ did you hear him talkin’ about
«ir‘down-stairs’ for ‘below,” and ‘Yes,
sir’ for ‘Ave, aye’? An’ six wéeks he's
Leen aboard now. He just ain’t got &
sailor's head on them pink shoulders
of his.”

“Huh,” laughed the cockswain.

“You ought to hear him at mess.
Why only this morning he says, ‘“Wiil
vou please pass the butter?” An
when Blake there sings out, “Put a
jib on th’ grease!’” he looked surprised
en’ flustered like.”

“I got an idea.”

They crowded about him, for cookie
was notorious for two accomplish-
ments—the awe inspiring flow of pro-
fanity ever at his tongue’'s end anu
his fertile brain.

“Shoot, cookie; what is it?”

“Tonight when we gets ashore an’
starts up River street, we’ll lay fo-
bim. We can scare the very devil
out of him an’ yank him down to the
Gazo’'s place.”

“Good.”

“But what’'ll we do then?”

Cookie struck an attitude patterned
generally after the accepted posture
cof one G. Washington navigating the
Ielaware.

“Match him against a wop

“A-a-a-a-ah!” An inhalation of gen-
eral admiration wafted upward to the
l'eams of the overhead deck. Gee,
what a swell idea.”

“He’ll fight, of course. He’'ll have
to. An’ maybe he'll get some of that
namby-pamby stuff knocked out of
Lhim: an’, anyway, we’ll see has he goi
any guts.”

“Why not here on board,” objectea
the guartermaster. It’d be more fun’

“Yah! An’ get jacked up before
the mast for hazin’ a rookie. Nope
it’s gotta be done ashore.”

“But,” interjected the practica'
L:aster-at-arms, ‘“s-pose he won't let
yvou take him down to th’ dago’s place
le's a good-sized kid. S’pose he puts
up a fight?”

Cookie roared with laughter.
“Good-sized be hanged. We'll pick
th:ee—say, vou an’ Blake an’ me. A
fat chance he’d have, I don’t think
1{¢'ll come with us meek as a lamb—
an’ we'll hunt for the other down to
tt’ dago’s.”

“Is it square?”

“Square!” bellowed the cook. “Why
ar1’t it sguare? Answer me that. We
ain’t gonna do nothin’ ’ceptin’ matcn
him against some one of his own size.’

The dissenter, discovering himseit
to be a very puny minority, subsided.
ThLe cockswain hailed the object f
their conspiracy.

Rl

Why I remember wunst'

“Avast there rookie!”

“Yes, sir?”

“Swab that deck some more.”

The rookie did as bidden, and even-
tually satisfied his taskmaker. Afte:
which he thankfully replaced the
swab, went below to the bag-room
and prayed devoutly that he might
never again slip overboard.

“Now, let me see,”” murmured the
thoroughly interested Guardian Angei
thoughtfully. “Let me see.” He pon-
dered a moment, and then: “Got it!”
he eried exultantly.

The blanket of night had already
enfolded the navy vard when the lib-
erty party of the U. S. S. Springfield
checked out. The moon had not yet
risen, and the few stars in the heaven
imparted no light to the dingy streets
diverging from the vicinity of the
navy yard.

The liberty party checked out slow-
v and by dint of intensive strategy
on the part of the three conspirators,
on

ship. From their vantage point

into the eves of the ship, where he

lashinZ
ship-| not remember when historic lamp has

the main thoroughfare. At the inter-
section of alley and street the city
has placed an old-fashioned gas-lamp:
but the denizens of River Sireet can-

burned, and so it is that the meeting

Does um want a hot water|department.

[ |

|

fance,

the rookie was the last to leave the ! ercssed

point of street and alley is naturally
dark; and on this particular nigh.
went itself several better.

The waylaying trio knew the one
weakness of the rookie’'s gastronomic
Inevitable as shore-leave
his first stop was at Ah Wong's for
a dish of succulent chop suey, that
Chinese dish which is not at all
Chinese and never eaten by a China-
man, and therefore of great appeal to
the occidental palate. There were
two routes from the navy yard to Ab
Wong's—one to the end of River
Sireet and around three tortuous
llocks: the other, and the only direct
way, lay up River Street to the alley
and through that alley to the gilt-and-
red porals of Ah Wongs. So they
waited in the darkets spot in the darxk
a'ley for their man.

The slim figure clad in dress blues,
swung lightly up River Street, paused
vncertainly at the mouth of the alley.
and swung by that route toward Ab
Wong's. The three in the fastness of
the alley darkness flattened them-
sclves against the wall, grinning in
anticipatory glee.

“Here he comes now,”
the cook.

“Sure?” questioned the
arms in a subilant whisper.

“The last man,” nodded the cook

affirmatively. “It’'s him all right.”
" The figure approached the oppointed
¢not unsuspectingly. The muscles ¢t
the conspirators tensed. Cookie gave
the signal.

“Now!” he shireked in a high fal-
cetto. “Grab him!”

The lone figure jerked up with an
exclamation of surprise. He leaped
backward until his shoulders were
azainst the wall on the opposite side
of the alley. He laughed shrilly. The
attackers closed in.

The master-at-arms dived viciously
for the legs; a regular football tackle,
at which he was expert, being an
cn the team of the U. S. S. Spring-
field. The prospective victim side-
stepped nimbly, circled with surpris-
ing agility, and a big fist crashed
with trained precisio nagainst the side
of the cook’s jaw.

The cook paused uncertainly, the
lock of utter surprise which flashed
tc his face being wasted in the im-
penetrable blackness. Meanwhile the
mezeter-at-arms had tackled—with lit-
tle success—the red-brick wall, The
cock sagged in the middle and drop-
ped like an empty flour sack. Blake
ciosed in, whooping like a madman.

“Paste im!” he yelled. “He ain™
gonna let us take him!”

The master-at-arms scrambled (o
his feet, paused in dazed uncertainty
fcr a second, visualized the figure of
tbeir antagonist in the bloom, and
siarted bravely for him. He had nos
vilnessed the blew that felled the
cock.

The dancing figure of the man in
dress-blues sped down the alleyv for
pcthaps a score of vards, the master
at-arms and the redoubtable Blake in
cinse pursuit. Of a sudden he turned.
He first caught the master-at-arms
fairly in the midriff, full weight of
bone and muscle, expertly directed
behind it. The stricken man was
conscious for a fleeting instant—
conscious of the fear that the fist in-
tended traveling through his stomach
until it snapped the backbone. He
grunted in pain and sank slowly fto
the bosom of Mother Earth—clothed
ag it was with dirty cobblestones.

Blake was both a valiant man and
a good boxer. He squared off and the
two men sparred briefly. DBlake step-
ped in to have his head snapped back
by a straight left jab. He tried it
again only to have the performance
repeated. Blake began to realize that
the man opposite—whatever else/he
might be—was certainly a trained
boxer. And the jabs hurt. Only the
man on the receiving end eof the jab
fusillade knows how much theyv hurt.

Blake proceeded with greater cau-
tion—but he proceeded., The other
sprang in with lightning-like quick-
the left jabbed Blake's heaa
bzck on his shoulders. With marvei-
ous speed the blow was repeated and
thren before Blake recovered hiz bal-
his oppronent stepped in an i
his right té the jaw, and
Bleke journeved peacefully to a tem-

whispered

master-at-

Ness,

<hore they watched him head up River porary residence in the land of flow-
-4 2 -' "I . L]
Street, the one street leading directty ers and sunshine and streets of gold

from the navy yard; and the cook

chuvekled.

“It’s twenty to nothin’,” he sibilat-
‘a1 a bowl of chop suey. He's right
possionate about that Chink hasn.

bellowed a bull-like ;ed, “that he’s bound for Ah Wong's

‘veyed

‘ond radiant angels.

The shortly, sur-

vietory, and
almost—

victor laughed
the fruits of
strolled slowlv—insolently
up the street. He paused at the en
ttance of Ah Wong's and inspected
his right thumb.

i

1
| |

| bellowed the

“Sprained!” he muttered angrily.
Then he stumped up the steps for his
ish of chop suey.

It was perhaps ten minutes later
that the master-at-arms convinced
himself that his breathing apparatus
had not been permanently paralyzed
and five minutes after that he hald
csucceeded in getting cookine an«l
Iiake propped against the wall. The
master-at-arms rose to Leights of sar-
cosm.

“0O, no,”” he gasped, “he ain't got a
chance, he ain't!”

“Lordy,” breathed Blake enviously.
“What a punch that kid dees pack!”

The cook said just one work by way
)1 correction.

“Unpack, you mean!”

It was the following morning that
the cook, nursing several contusions,

.

I remember the first convert of th:a
Sa'vation Army in this country.
“Ash Barrel Jimmy”, a
ciaracter the
His name

was
around
right

i0's. James

was
bum.

sShortly after we began work in New
Ycrk City, Jimmy was arrested by the
police for being drunk and disorderly.
He was taken to the Police Court
wviiere he was a familiar figure. Th=
juage looked at him and said: “Jim-
ny, I see that sending you away doe=
nce reform you.
vcu your choice between going to the
the Salvation Army;
vihich do vou take?”

“I'll take
judge”’ answered.

“Allright”, the judge said, “Get out

wrokhouse or

the Salvarion Army,

he

cornered the master-at-arms, who was ot here and make sure that you go to

busy ditto.

“By golly!”
him I'm a
o fighter.”

Before the eves of those who hai
derided the young chap on the pre-
vious day he made the amends hon-
crable. He sidled up to the rookice
and extended his hand.

“Cuv,” he growled, “I'm here to saS
that whenever yvou have any duds to
o'y. you can just heave ‘em into my
calley; see? I got an extra line triced
up in there.

The rookie shook hands weakly,
‘rembling from sheer surprise.

“Thanks,” he mumbled awkwardly.

“Ss all right,” murmered the COOK,
rolling away. “S all right.” Then
to himself: “Chee! you wouldnt
think he could do it!”

A few minutes late at mess, the
reckie quavered a timid question to
the master-at-arms, who fidgeteld
nervously at his left:

“Will you please, sir, pass the but-
ter ?”

That worthy nedded hastily.

“Sure! Sure!” his bull-like voice
length of the table.

Pass the butter up here.

man even if I ain’

“Hey, you!

| YWhatecha wanna do—starve this end

cf th’ table?”

At that moment a sailor garbed In
dress-blues, whose cap bore an in-
scription other than that of U. S. S
Springfield, sat alone in the readinyg

. . . |
siched cookie, I'll show

the Salvation Army.”
When the judge told Jimmy where

we could be found., he said he did not

Live carfare. The judge gave him a
aime and told him to get up to us as
auick as possible.

Put, Jimmy ran true to type ana
kaa got only a few blocks from th-
courthouse when he went into a bar-
rocm and spent the dime for whiskey
He manged to get several drinks, and
then remembered his promise to the
judge. He boarded a street car, and
after a fight with the conductor be-
cause he did not have the fare was
thrown off. However, he managed to
set to our place in the evening just
as we were beginning services. A po-
liceman stopped him at the door with
the remark that no drunks were ad-
nitted. Commander Railton over-
Leard him and rushing to the door
told the policeman, that evervone was
welcome at our services, regardless of
race, creed or condition, and that a
n.an in Jimmy’s condition needed the
Salvation Army more than others
Jimmy came in and sat through the
services and at its conclusion, con-
fessed penitence and knelt at the ra‘l,
We praved with him and he promised
t¢ reform.

And he did too. He died a few
vears ago, a member of the Salvation
Army, and one of its staunchest apos-

tles.
Our second convert was Louis Per-

room of the Naval Y. M. C. A. expen-|tan, who still is a member of the

m-entally wiggling an iodine-painted
thumb.

“What’s the trouble?” inquired a
solicitous and admiring clerk.

The middleweight champion of the
Atiantic fleet, on furlough, raised his
head and shrugged his shoulders.

“Aw, nothin’ much,” he answered,
as he gave his thumb another pain-
ful wiggle. “Nothin’ at all.”

The Guardian Angel vawned might-
ily, stretched luxuriously, seated him
scif comfortably on the edge of his
favorite fleecy cloud, and gazed af-
fectionately at the ship-dotted harbor

beneath.
“That.,” murmered the Angel con-

tentedly, “is what I call a pretty fair
jcb!™

History of the
Salvation Army
in America

By Commandant Emma Westbrook

By Commandant Emma Waestbrook,

One of the seven original Salvation
Army Lassies, who came to the United
States from England and started the
work of the Army on the American
centinent.

The first time the Salvation Army
appeared in America was in a Bowery
Theatre, where we were unwittingly
“tooked” in conjunction with “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin.” The manager of the
theatre charged an admission of 25
cents to see Eliza cross the ice and
hear the martial religious songs of the
seven Salvation Army lassies and
their commander, George Railton.

We landed in New York on Maren
10, 1880. We immediately began look-
ing for a place to hold our meetings.
Harry Hill, who was proprietor of =
theatre on the bowery offered us the
use of his theatre for two hours, two
nights a week. The first time we
held services was a Sunday evening.
When the curtain went up we beheld
ar audience of men with stk hats,
and cane and women dressed in silks.
We thought it rather strange, because
most of our audiences in England
F.a? been of the poorer sort. We after-

rard learned that they did not come

sec much to see us as to gee “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin”, which could not be
plaved on Sunday night, without giv-
ine the play the atmosphere of a
sacred concert. When Commissioner
George Railton, who was in charge
of the band of seven Salvation Arm)
lassies found out how he had been
tricked into advertising the theatrical
nerformance, he complained to the
monager, who offered him a share of
the receipts of the nizht.
ioner Railtor refused to take any ol
the monev however,

During our services at the theatro

Commiss- |

that night, some man in the audience
caw our plight and being in sympathy
with our cause got up aad offered =«
praver that we might get a hall in
which hold meetings., His
nraver was answered, because in a few
davs we were offered the use of the

our

10

nla Hudson River hall.

It was in this hall that we actually
began egetting converts to our causeo,
and bringing men and women back to
a life of clean living from the gutters
of degradation.

Salvation Army, stationed with a corps

; in Brooklyn.

L.ouie, as he is affectionately callel
by all the older members of the Sal-
vation Army, also came to us in an
intoxicated condition, although not
sentenced by the Police Court. He
was impressed with our work and

professed a desire to reform and join
the Salvation Army. Commissioner
Railton, however, did not believe that
he would hold to his promise in his
condition, so we locked him up in the
hall and let him sleep it off. We re-
tvrned several hours afterward with
food for him and found him sober.
We prayved with him for some time,
and he again promised to reform and
lead a better life. And he did, too.
Up to the time we came to America

the Salvafion Army wore no uniform
uniform, which is the same as wear

L — e

Don’t Sell Your Old Tires
Send Them To Us By Parcels

Post. We May Save Them for
You By Expert

Re-treading, Double-

treading or Vulcanizing

If bevond repair, we will take
them in trade for any size tire
. & = you want.
48 ' Slightly used or repaired Thires
. all sizes: from $3.00 up
We carry a full line of
Double Lock-Stitched Punc.
ture proof Tires. Made by experts in our
own shop. DRY CURE RETREADING
OUR SPECIALITY.
Write for further information.
All Work Guaranteed

BELL TIRE & REPAIR CO.

2455 Oakdale St., PHILADELPHIA, PA.
a Week Pavs

$3 for 1920
CLEVELAND |

Light weight Motorcycle, ready
for immediate delivery, numerous
improvvements, 75 miles on one gal.
gas. Call and see the Machine and
let us demonstrate, or write for full

information.
Distributors for Philadelphia and
State of New |ersey. |

Haverford Cyvcle Co.

The House of Real Bargains

503 Market St., Philadelphia

Agents Wanted.

“K ANT-BREA

He

noted

Bowery in the ¢f the army uniform.

I am going to givel

Kemp, and he was a typical Bowery | 1hLey
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tcday, but instead of the bonnets !I:,.:.nd. is still living, the widow of Ad-

which we now wear, we wore the plain
saiior hats, which is also still pari
forget the evening before we sailed.
had a big meeting for us
[.iverpool, and at the end of the ser-
vice the General prayed for the suc-
cess of our efforts in the foreign land.
He ended the prayver with these words:
“Oh, Lord, if these women are not
right, drown them on the way over,
drown them, drown them!”

None of us were drowned.

Another thing that I distinctly re-
member was the first time we were
arrested. We haa been holding ser
vices on a street corner downtown in
New York City, when a gang of hood
lums Dbegan to hoot us. The crowd
swelled and the hooting increased,
but we kept on. After about
half an hour several peolicemen ap-
peared and scattered the crowd, then
they came to us and asked us to fol-
low them. I thought they were very
kind and that they are seeking to
protect us from the crowd and escort-
inZ us back to our hall. Instead they
tcok us to the station house where
we were charged with disturbing the

right

in the station house very long because
scme one bailed us out.

When 1 think of the enormous rents
that are being paid in New York and
clsewhere, I look back to those days
with a great deal of interest. We
paid $83.35 a month rent for Hudson
River Hall. It would cost more than
that a week now to rent an office in
that section of New York.

While, officially, we startea the
Salvation Arm in the United States,
. was actually started by a family
named Shirley who were members of
the Army in England. They came to
Fhiladelphia where they obtained &
position in the mills in the Kensington
district of that city, about a year be-
fore we came to America.

Thevy wrote to England to General
Booth, and asked him to send some of
the Army to this country and start the
work here. The General wrote them
that he did not have the officers tc
«spare, but would do so in a few
months. He told them to start ser-
vices themselves, which they did.
and before we sailed, Mrs. General
Booth said we should have some sori

of a uniform. They then designed the
One of the daughters, Miss Eliza
Stirley, a captain in the army in Eng-

I shall never

jutant Symonds. She and her parents
and sisters began the work in the

'Urited States on a Sunday afternoon
'in October, 1879, by holding services
in |
and Germantown avenue.

on the street corner at Oxford street
Within a
iew weeks they had obtained the use
o" an ¢ld chair factory nearby, where
they held meetings during the week
and on Sundays. There were no

| chiairs in the hall, the roof leaked and

the place was in a general state of
bad repair. However, they kept on
and when we visited them in 1880
they had a substantial following.
Shortly after we located in New
York, Commissioner Railton left to
esiablish posts in other cities, leaving
me in charge of the work in New

"York. It was hard work, but somehovw

or another, I always managed to have
the $83.35 for the rent the first ol
every month.

A great chanze has taken place in
the hearts and min®s of the Americar
reople regarding the Salvation Army
in the last forty years. When I firs*

| came here from England, we were the

objects of ridicule, and a mark for al

Lthe loose mud and roften tomatoes
peace and some other equally ridicu-|within reach. Today members of the
lous offence. We did not have to stav | Salvation Army are treated with re-

spect everywhere they go.

This come about I believe, because
the people have seen that we are in
earnest about our work, that we don’t

lmind ridicule; that they cannot scare
| us into seclusion, and lastly Luvi most

important they see the amount of
2ood work we are doing and have
dcne for the poor, the downtrodden

the fallen.

and

“It’s all right to love our neighbdrs,"
savs the henpecked husband, “pro-
vided our wives don’t object.”

—— = - -

, U Need This Household Necessity

Stoy’s Handy Capper and Spread-
er. Caps all size bottles without
adjustments. Nickled and polish-
ed. Made to last. Price $1.50 with
1-2 gross caps; hardwood mallet
75¢ extra; extra caps 35¢ per
gross; Parcel post 10c extra.

DIRECTIONS for USING

Place cap on bottle, hold cap-
per on the sa me, and
using wooden mallet or hammer,
give one or two strokes when cap
ison. To use old caps, strike
slightly with spreader end of cap-
per, corrugations up

Manufactnred By

A. F. STOY, - 1828 Frankford Ave.
PHILADELPHIA, PA. Phone,Kens.25%
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| The Superfine Small Car

The Rakish “Sportette”

The design of the Templar “Sportette” is infused
with originality, and has the mark of distinction engrav-

| ed in every handsome line.

It's low-hung, graceful and daring: the summary of motor-
ing style;with club chair over-upholstery in smooth black leather

Five Passenger Touring $2685

Two Passenger Touring Roadster $2685
Prices f. 0. b. Cleveland

Sedan 535385

Il full aluminum body bronze, windshield set at a rakish angle.

Four Passenger Sportette $2685
Five Passenger

Davenport Motor Co.

DISTRIBUTER

723 North Broad St.

Service Station: 1718--22 Wood St.

ASK FOR THE

K”

World’s Greatest Spark Plug

COMPARED TO OTHERS, IT'S LIKE THE MAZDA
LAMP TO THE TALLOW CANDLE

Entirely protected with an armor of steel. No more broken’ porcelains.

VITRI-SSILLA top and cup.
or current transformer, in air-tight vacuum chamber, produces *perfect

Can’t short circuit.

Telescope intensifer

combustion: more power; less gas; stops missing, skipping, and jumping;

makes starting easy; increases mileage 15 to 30 percent.
The “"KANT-BREAK fires in oil and gives pep to cars with
leaking cvlinders.

[.YONS AUTO SUPPLY CO.

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3543-0151.jpg

218 North 15th St.,

Mail Orders Filled Promptly.
Make Money Orders Payable to——

(Pennsylvania Distributors)

Bell P/mw, Locust 616

The "KANT-BREAK” is being adopted by the leading con-
cerns throughout the country, and is the world’s greatest spark plug.

[t is indestructible and should last as long as the motor. Sold un-
der an absolute guarantee of satisfaction or money back.

Dealers and Salesmen Wanted

Price, $1.50.

Philadelphia, Pa.
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