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“where  him by the legs. ' printed figures are given added color
Peter slid down the wall to the floor. i by being outlined in an embroidery
‘One of the guards sat upen his head. |stitch. One model is of silk showing
The other reposed upon his stomach. |the adaptation of the flora of the

The capture of Peter Crittenden | Balkans, in peasant colors, printed on
clean right upper-cut. ' was complete. ... |a@n ivory background.

The clerk gagged again and (‘mmp-i “Now, you young fool,” roared the The waist is finished with a weight-
led to the floor. Peter noted with in-iﬁrr:t guard, “what the devil are you|ed girdle made of strands of artificial
Sl Al finite :-"mis-tf;u-tinn that he had fallen |[irying to do? Are you crazy?” silk drawn through slot-like button-
Peter could have sworn that he was | *P°R his face. The second guard had employed the | holes. Similar effects are used for
discovered, but the doctor said n{)lh-T_ But he was too busy ito think dur-  moment of rest to caress his injured |Lhanding spring hats and also for
ing. ing the next few minutez. The door|stomach again. making headdresses. On very dressy

“Five feet four and a quarter” he|°"URS open ' the two orderlies| “He can’t answer you,” he remark-|costumes these girdles are sometimes
| called, and started measuring Peter's from the uutsul? rushed in. l"ptm-lml: “you're sitting on his face.” :nade of i(he front of ostrich feathers
chest. Again the result astomished heaved the clerk’s chair from behind| The first guard shifted his position. | knotted into long strings, with mul
the registration clerk. the table and (‘h:('('k(‘(] t]]f‘- rush with it. | At the same time the doctor raised|tizie strands massed ‘e form the

When he came to look at the feet. | It landed against the first ordf—r]}"s bis battered face from the floor and, girdle.

Peter's heart misgave him again. but cjws:t and he fell back; he outweighed !stared uncomprehendingly at Lhe Blouses often take the vest form
the doctor merely passed his hand Peter some f{ifty pounds. it;mglml group across the room. with side lapping front. These have
slowly over the bottom of his foot a2 n- I would have gone hard with Pet,::»rI “Are you crazy or just plain nutty, | big buitons and buttonholes and
few times and went on with his ex- if he had not landefl thnt.ﬁrst punch. jor a German spy?”’ yelled the first|either false or real pockets. A typi-
amination. There was an infinite mp_-But now th‘e .{]HZIII'lg Mfwcts“r of it |guard again. cal model has a woven pattern show-
ping of the chest and listening with Icounted heavily in _hx:‘-': favor. I-l_lrther- “Gentleman,” wheezed Peter Crit-|ing little dancing figures forming
l the stethoscope while Peter obedient: more, he was fighting cooly, while the |tenden the Fifth, “I have merely been | stripes or bands. All edges of the
ly coughed and breathed, and coughed doctor rushed in like a blind bull. trying to prove that I am man enough | bolero are bound with satin cire rib-
His temper was not improved by a
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in Homeriec phrase,
neck joins the shoulder.”

The gagged and fell back
against the wall. Peter rose to his

toes as he followed the punch with a

ruck.,

.:I It'i Ihl"
|

examnming was an t'ncuurili‘i"f

.'I‘__
§8 -

ent; a square-jawed man, with a

. , . i ile iz . clerk
ouch of Scoteh burr in Lis voice and

| a giimmer of Scotch color dyeing his

Your Country Needs

By Frederick Faust

| cheeks.
' As he stoed on the platform to be
measured, Peter raised again slowly
on his toes. The physician looked at
him half-smile

A COMPLETE NOVELETTE

| he doctor was staring critically at with a
the measuring stick.

“Five feet four and an eighth,” he
announced; “you just inside the
limit, yvoung man.”

The heart of Peter raced madly and

the room.

He tried his fortune first at the
little dingy group of khaki tents
which stand in the midst of Colum
bus C(Circle. His start went fasl
enough as he worked his way throuen

“Home guard?” queried Peter Urit-
tenden.

Peter Crittenden, Sr., stopped in his
pacing to and fro through the big
library to glance at the picture which

hung on the wall above his head. It
showed a white-haired old man in q [ the little erowd of men not ready to;a hot flush stained his face.
enlist but waiting to wateh those who “Stand off the platform,”

would with a vulgar emotion, half pity ,doctor, “raise your arms.”

Peter oebyed, and the tape was
passed around his chest. He forced
all the air out of his lugns and then
|drew a slow and migthy breath. He
could feel the tape tugging lightly
|at his skin and slipping through the
fingers of the doctor. It was a pleas-
ant moment for Peter.

el

and

said the

colonel’s uniform of the Civil W':.;rl
period, and as he looked at it Peter
Crittenden, Sr., stiffened somewhat
like a soldier preparing to salute a
superior officer. His face darkened
as he turned again toward his son
and said:

“At least your heart
Peter.”

and half curiosity.

The preliminaries passed
| and Peter went into a small enclosure
with two other men and stripped 1o
the skin. He worked slowly thinking
hard as he undressed.

The other men were naked before
him. He looked curiously from one

rapidly,

is right

to serve my country.” |bon. The round neck aud the shor:

Young Peter did not raise his head,
but continued staring at the crack inI
the floor which had occnpied his at-
tention for most of the last bour.

“Home guard!” he repeated.

Peter ' Crittenden, Sr., cleared his
throat and stretched himself to his full
five feet four and a half inches.

“The home guard,” he said, “is not
a disgrace.”

His son made no answer.

“And all Crittendens must find some
way of serving their couniry, no mat-
ter in what capacity,” went on the
elder man.

“The home guard!” repeated Peter.

“What else is there you can do?”
asked the father a little sharply.

“l was bantam-weight champion at
college,” said Peter vaguely.

“How tall are you?” asked Mr. Crit-
tenden.

“l was coxswain to the crew for
three years,” went on Peter in the
same dull voice.

“How tall are you?” insisted Mr.
Crittenden.

“lI subbed at quarter-back for two
yvears and played ten mirutes in the
last big game,” droned Peter.

“How tall are you?” asked Mr. Crit-
tenden.

Peter raised his head and sighed
deeply before he replied.

“Five feet three and three-quarters,”’
he said.

Mr. Crittenden strode across the
room to the library table and picked
from it a little handbill covered with
large typeprint.

“Your country needs you!” he read
“You must have the will te serve your
country, be at least five feet four
inches high, weigh over cne hundred
and twenty pounds stripped; have
good eyes, good teeth, gcod feet; be-
tween eighteen and forty-five years:
have at least taken out your firsc
papers. If yvou have any doubts, let
the surgeon look you over. Be a man.
Join now!”

“Five feet four inches!”
Peter miserably.

A little silence came on them
2gain. Mr. Crittenden paced slowly
up and down the room once more,
with one arm folded across his chest,
which was swelled not to its greatest
capacity, while his other hand alter-
nately tugged and twisted at his mus-
tache.

“l am only a quarter of an inch
under height,” said Peter.

“A miss,” stated Mr. Crittenden
philosophically, “is as good as a mile.”

“1 am only two pounds under
weight,” went on Peter.

“When the country bacomes hard
pressed for men,” said Mr. Critten-
den, “you may be taken.”

“Dad,” broke in Peter, rising now
from his chair and appioaching his
father with one hand extended in ap-
peal, “you have lots of pull. Yonu
know lots of the authorities. Some
of the men who fougiht with yon
through the Spanish-American war
have big positions in the army now.
Can’'t you do something for me?”

Mr. Crittenden turned his head
slowly and observed his son with a
critical eye.

“A bad precedent.” he declared,
shaking his head. “It will not do to
deceive the country even in these
small matters, Peter, my boyv.”

“Johnnie Stillson enlisted in the
coast patrol vyesterday,” said Peter,
returning to his chair and slumping
into it as if the muscuiar frame of
his lithe body had suddenly given
way.

Mr. Crittenden couzhed and turned
his head away quickly.

“Johnnie roomed with vou for three
vears at college, didn’t he?” he asked.

“Harry Maxwell was accepted last
week: he went todayv to jein his unit,”
went on Peter, as if he had not heard
the last remark. |

“There is no disgrace attached to
.the home guard,” insisted Mr. Critten-
den.

Peter sprang to his feet.

“Damn the home guard!” he thun
dered in a voice that shook him from
head to foot. “Do you think I'm a
fossil or a baby or neurathenic, or a
one-legged man or the father of a
family or an applicant for an old

ladies’ home?”
His father found it necessary to

cough again.
" “I am going out now and do the
rounds of the enlisting offices,” stat-
ed Peter. “There’'s a ghost of a
chance for me. A ghost of a chance,
eh, dad; and my country needs me, .
that’s what the poster says.” were to be measured again.

But his father turned his back and | He tried a recruiting office in the
was staring once more up to the mili- far part of the city this time and went

tary fizure whose picture hung on the through the usual routine until he
wall aBove hils head. Peter turned came in to be measured. Then he
and walked quietly and rapidly from rose slightly and slowly on his toes

to the other of them: to the straight,
flabby lines of their upper arms, to

bows and knees.

Then he glanced down oer his own
body with a pardonable pride. He
was not heavily built, but every
muscle stood delicately defined under
the pink skin as if it had been out
lined at the edge with a faint blue
pencil.
| He stood lightly on one foot. The
muscles along his shin leaped ou:
hard and long. Many a long jog
around the cinder path and across
country had made his legs as hard as
steel and as toughly pliable as tanned
ieather.

Above his knee the ilhigh muscles
tensed to a thousand intertwisted
cords, split deeply down the center.
There was the driving power which
had many {imes sent him into the
football line so hard and so low that,
despite his lack of weight, he had
been able to writhe thrcugh for the
needed yards.

He looked with deep contempt on
the hollow inward curve of the chests
of the other three; then he put his
hands on his hips and drew a deep
breath. His chest swelled like a
pouter pigeon’s and every bone of the
ribs stood out.

He stretched his arms now and
clinched his fists. The muscles on
the back of thq forearm bulged ana
quivered like a hundred whip-lashes
tied together, and on the point of the
shoulder appeared deeply carved
lines. They had supplied the speed
and the punching power which had
made him feared even among the
featherweights and lightweights of
the boxing classes at collcge.

“James Maxwell!” called a voice.

One of the men rose from the stool
on which he sat and stepped into the
next room. Peter sat down to wait,
tugging his summer overcoat around
his body. In a few moments Maxwell
returned.

“Get by?” queried one of the two
who had appeared with Maxwell at
the enlisting station.

“Sure,” he answered, without en-
thusiasm. “The examination i1s a joke.
All you got to do is to ke measured
and have your chest expansion taken,
and then read off a card and do a few
little things like that.”

Peter started at the gaunt figure
with a vague wonder.

“What was your chest expansion?”
he asked.

“Two and a half inches,” said the
other, “that’s half an inckh more than
requirements. I could have done an-
other quarter of an inch if I'd tried
hard. But I don’t care whether they
take me or not. I can go back to work
any day for as much morey as I get
here.”

“Peter Crittenden!” called a voice
from the outer room.

Peter rose, cast off his overcoat and
walked into the outer room.

A large man in his khaki shirt stood
there with a tape in his hand and
beckoned to Peter.

“Stand over here,” he o1dered.

Peter went obediently and stood on
the little platform while the doctor
drew the measuring apparatus down
to his head. He looked at it nar-
rowly.

“Step out from under,”
manded.

Peter obeyved.

“Now step on again and, mind vou.
stand straight.”

Peter swelled out his chest, straight-
ened his back and stepped on again.

“Five feet three and three-quarters,”
announced the doctor. “Afraid vou
won't do, my man!'!”

“Won't do? echoed Peter faintly.

“Quarter of an inch shy, that's alil
Otherwise vou look pretty fit,” said
the doctor. “John Lawrence! That's
all for you—er—Crittenden!”

Peter turned and walked with head
down. He had made up his mina
that if one of the three in the other
room asked if he had passed he would
reply with his fists. DBut they paia
no attention to him. They were busy
rolling cigarettes and talking out of
the side of their mouths.

Peter dressed slowly, and as he did
so he was thinking hard and fast.
He remembered the remark of the
'man Maxwell that he could have
swelled his chest another quarter of
of an inch if he had tried. Perhaps it
'was possible that he himself could rise
a quarter of an inch in Lis toes, if he

sighed

he com-

the significant prominence of their el-

| to

“Five and a half!” called the doctor
to the man behind the desk who wrote
down the data of each physical exami-
nation.

“Five and a half what?” cried the
cther man.

“Five and a half inches expansion!”
said the doctor.

The clerk remained staring as if his
writing hand had becom> paralyvzed.

“That man?”’ he queried slowly.

“Regular pouter-pigeon,” grinned
the doctor. Are vou an athlete?”

The doctor loosened the stethoscope
from around his neck and listened to
Peter’s heart.

“Sound as a bell,” he said. “Now
hold up your feet. No, not that way,
for I want to see the scles of your
feet. That’s it!” ‘

Peter obeyved, and the doctor leaned
and examined the right foot first and
then the left.

“What'’s here?” he asked.

“Nothing wrong, I hope?” he asked.

Peter glanced down at his left foot
with concern.

“Pretty flat,” said the coctor grave-
lyv. “Ever have an accident?”

Then Peter remembered with a
great fall of the heart. He had in-
deed had an accident. When he was
playing quarterback on the second
eleven in a practice game the fall be-
fore, a great, blue-shirted guard had
plunged through the line, and when
Peter dove at him in the mix-up the
heel of the guard’'s foot had crushed
down into his instep. After that he
had had to wear a tape around the in-
step for three weeks, but since that
time the foot had never bothered him.

“A =slight accident,” he murmured:
“nothing to amount to anvthing.”

“Well,” said the doctor, “I'm sorryv
to say that it amounts to something
in the army. You've got a flat foot,
my friend.”

Peter stared at him with dull eves.

“Doctor,” he pleaded, “I swear th:t
that foot has never bothered me in the
slightest after it was first hurt.”

“That’'s an old story around here,”
caid the doctor, not unkindly, “but I'm
afraid I can’t pass vou with a foot
like that. I tmight hold up for a
long time and then give way on you
during a forced march. You're re-
fused, Crittenden. Next!”

Peter turned away and walked from
the room to put on his clothes again.
It was noon and he found his way to a
restaurant. But he had no heart for
food.

He finally pushed his plate away
and sat with a grim face testing his
coffee at long intervals. He was re-
membering his last glimpse of his
father with his back turned toward
him and his face raised to the picture
of the military ancestor hanging on
the wall.

A long and glorious military career
rested on the shoulders of the suc-
cessive crittendens, beginning, with
the first Peter Crittenden, who had
helped to stain the snow with his bare
feet at Valley Forge, and who had
lost a leg under Morgan in the South.
And another, Peter Crittenden had
filled a place as first officer on the
second Wasp in the war of 1812. He
had gone down with that glorious an:l
ill-fated sloop when she disappeared
from port and never came back to
carry his story from ihe sea.

And still a third Crittenden marched
under old Tavlor when he made the
name of the United States terrible
through Northern Mexico in the
famous year 1847. Through the Indian
war, through the War of ihe Rebellion,

| through the Spanish-American War,

there had always been a neter Critten-
den to shoulder a gun for his cour-
try’s flag. These memories came back
Peter now with a redcubled bit-
terness.

For he had now bore that fated
name of Peter Crittenden, and he
wolild make the first gap in the glor-
ious annals of his country. As he
thought and pondered, a glimmering
of a new thought came to Peter.

He tensed his arms hard in their|

sleeves, and his jaw thrust out a siz-
nificant fraction, and his head sank
lower between his shoulders. That
fighting face had not been his least
asset when he fought 12 the roped

circle.

He became aware that his coffee
was cold, rose from his seat and
found the street again. But he de-
cided to make one more trial in the
accepted and ordinary manner.

This enlisting depos was running
more men through, and ranning them
through more rapidly, than the others
he had visited. The rapidity with
which one name after znother was

called out gave great heart to Peter.

The very face of the phvsician who the end of

~
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short and hard again.

“Sound lungs,” said the doctor:
“great little chest you have here, my
lad, and not so small, either. Get on
the scales over there.”

Peter strode gaily to the scales and
stood while the weights were slid
along the bar.

“One hundred and nineteen and a
half,” said the physician, and hesi-
tated.

“Half a pound light?” asked the
clerk. '

“Half a pound light,” said the doc-
tor and sighed.

“Otherwise vou've found me all
right, doctor?” said Peter.

“"Right as a trivet,” said the doctor,
cordially.

“Doctor,” said Peter, “I am very
eager to join the colors. TI'll gain
that half pound in two days if you'll
give me a chance.”

The doctor hesitated. Peter felt
that heaven and hell rested on the re-
sult. DBut the big physician finally
shook his head.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “but I'm not
authorized to make exceptions.”

Peter thought back sadly to the
lunch which he had neglected to eat.

“Next!” called the doctcr, and Peter
went back to the dressing room.

His step was light and his manner
strange, as he walked down the street.
And his face once more twisted int>
its fighting expression.

And it chanced by the merest quirk
of fate that when he had walked
blindly some half-dozen blocks he
raised his head and saw the sign of a
fourth recruiting office.

Peter paused in the street, threw
back his head and laughed. He en-
tered the outer recruiting office. Two
clerks sat there.

“I want to see the examining physi-
cian,” said Peter gently.

“Want to be examined?” asked one
of the clerks. “You don’'t look hardly
big enough to get by; but go into that
room and take off your clothes. The
doctor’ll see you in a minute.”

“There is nothing farther from my
thoughts than to be examined,” said
Peter in the same quiet voice, “but
may I see the doctor?”

“Oh, sure,” said the clerk, “if it's
just a personal matter.”
“It is,” said Peter;

sonal.”

“Then you’ll find him :n that room
through that door there; he’s not busy
now.”

“Thank you,” said Peter, and step-
red to the door and into the next
room.

There were only two men in the
room, the registering cletk, who sat
behind a little table, and the doctor
himself, who stood with his stetho-
scope hanging around his neck. He
was a heavy built man, square-jawec,
bull-necked and quick moving.

“Well, lad,” said he, “what can I
do for you?”

“Better get undressed before you
see the doctor,” broke in the clerk
cfficiously.

“The dressing room is there,” said
the doctor.

“But I'm here,” said Peter Critten-
den.

He walked calmly enough acrosc
the room, and his eyves never moved
irom the big doctor’s face.

“Well,” said the doctor, rather puz-
zled by his strange visitor's actionse,
“what’s the main idea?”

“This!” said Peter, and planted his
right fist on the point of the doctor’s
square chin.

Now, if a boxing critic had wit
nessed that punch, he could not but
have admired. Not the {amous Griftfo
himself ever delivered a blow more
cleanly, or with more machine-lik>
precision. It was a right cross.

Peter stepped in. as e drove his
fist forward. As he stepped in and to
the left with his left foot, his righ
foot rose to the toe and his right hand
snapped in across, the fist twisting a=
it landed.

But if it take a long time ro de-
scribe a perfect right cross, it took
Peter the least fraction of a seconc
to deliver the punch. And it took the

“strictly per-

| heavy doctor hardly lonzer to hit the

floor. Peter took long enough to note
that the doctor had fallen on his back.
Evidently he had not scored a knock-
out. He would try to do better later
on.

In the meanwhile his aitention was
called in another direction The cleri:
had risen from behind his table and
shouted “Murder!” with a vigor that
was in itself a sufficient lung test

Peter reached him in a leap and as he

was coming around the iable.
He landed with a long left drive at
his leap. The punch

.

“He’s just a nut, Bill,” said the sec- |sleeves are finished with double frills
cnd guard. Better telephone the pe-|of knife pleated linen.
lice or send up a patrol for him.” Among the lace dresses black is the
“He’s a funny nut, anyway,” said |favorite color. These have tiers of
the other guard. “Go or and talk, |flounces for waistline to hem on
you!” either side of the skirt, and front and
“I've tried to enlist iA four recruit- | back remaining perfectly plain. No
ing stations today,” breathed Peter,|trimming is placed on the bodice.
for the guard still sat upon his chest. | There is usually, however, a bit of
“The first place they turned me down F very bright color introduced into these
because I was too short. The seconc |black dresses through soae trimming
place found I had bad feet. The third |at the waistline. One has a cluster of .
found me too light. green grapes hanging from the belt.
“Am I too short?” |Anoth9r has a wreath of scarlet flow-
“You're ten feet tall!” said the first |ers going over the shoulder and gird-
orderly. |ling the waist, while a third is sashed
“Am I too light?” continued Peter. |with wide black ribbon embroidered in
“You weigh a ton,” said the second | red flowers.
orderly.
“Are my feet bad?” wheezed Peter.
“My God!” cried the clerk, who
was just rising from behind the table
where he had fallen. “What hit me?”
The doctor had drawn himself to a
sitting posture against the wall.
“Young fellow,” h2 mumbled
through his bloody lips, “I'm pretty
badly out of training, tut I think
vou're man enought to pass the exami-
nation.
“Your country needs you!”

SMART BLOUSES

Silk printed in the most primitive
designs and colors appears in many of

double-handed play of fists that stuns
his face and sent quick shocks down
his spine. And when he Dbroke
through‘ the volley of Peter's long-
range punches, he was met at close
range with the tearing jabe to the
body and a smashing shower of upper-
cuts to the face.

But the doctor fought well. Once
he cornered Peter and landed an over-
hand right which opened a big gash
over Peter’'s eye. Again he whipped
in a nasty left jolt to the chin which
sent_ Peter’s head bobbing like a pen-
dulum. Dut there were incidents in
the fight. The general comment had
to do with nothing save the continuai
thudding of Peter’s fists against every
available part of the doctor’s anatomy.
It had to do also with a certain silent
intensity with which Peter followeil
up his advantages. That reminded
cne of the voiceless fury of a panther
in a cage.

The doctor begzan to pant heaviiv.
He was grunting once for every one
of the punches which Le failed to
land, and twice for the jolts and jabs
and swings and hooks and uppercuts
Peter dealt to him—the short, hard
right jabs to the body and lashinz
lefts to the head.

Then the end came to the doctor.
A short right over the heart drew his
cguard down to his belt line. Peter
observed, and shifting with -cat-like
speed of his feet he drove again with
his right, and this time ianded on the
point of the doctor’s chin.

He dropped in a heap: he collapsed
like a punctured baloon, and Peter
found it hard to tell whether he ha:d
fallen on his back or his face.

At the same time he hecard another
roar behind him. He whirled like a
top in the midst of a spin, but too
late to protect himself. The first
orderly had recovered his thoughts
and his wind.

He came to Peter now in true root-
kall fashinon, and before the latier
could get up his hands his arms wers
pinned to his sides in a mighty circle

of strong arms, and he was driven
back against the wall. At the same
moment the second orderly gathered

Export sales of United States cop-

per during last March where 62,000,000
pounds.
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U Need This Household Necessity
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Stoy’s Handy Capper and Spread-
er. Caps all size bottles without
adjustments. Nie¢kled and polish-
ed. Made to last. Price $1.50 with
1-2 gross caps; hardwood mallet
75c 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 eap
ison. To use old caps, strike
slightly with spreader end of cap-
per, corrugations up

Manufactured By
the smartest blouses. Sometimes in| A. F. STOY.,. 1828 Frankford Ave.
making a handsome blouse thesze | PHILADELPHIA,PA. Phone,Kens. 2594
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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 beyond repair, we will take

them in trade for any size tire

you want.

Slightly used or repaired Tiies
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.

Agents Wanted. Write for further information.
All Work Guaranteed

BELL TIRE & REPAIR CO.

2455 Oakdale St., PHILADELPHIA, PA.
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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
full aluminum body bronze, windshield set at a rakish angle.

a Week Pays

$3 for 1930
! _JEVELAN D

Five Passenger Touring $2685 Four Passenger Sportette $2685
Two Passenger Touring Roadster $2685 Five Passenger
Sedan $3585 Prices f. 0. b. Cleveland

Davenport Motor Co.

DISTRIBUTER

723 North Broad St.

Service Station: 1718--22 Wood St.

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 lt‘l'SE‘}'.
;
l

503 Market St., Philadelphia

ASK FOR THE
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“KANT-BREAK’
World’s Greatest Spark Plug

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

No more broken porcelains.

Entirely protected with an armor of steel.
Telescope intensifier

VITRI-SILLA top and cup. Can’t short circuit.
or current transformer, in air-tight vacuum chamber, produces perfect
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.

The “"KANT-BREAK” is being adopted by the leading con-

cerns throughout the country, and is the world’s greatest spark plug.
It is indestructible and should last as long as the motor. Sold un-

der an absolute guarantee of satisfaction or money back. Price, $1.50.
Dealers and Salesmen Wanted

Mail Orders Filled Promptly.
Make Money Orders Payable to

LYONS AUTO SUPPLY CO.

(Pennsylvania Distributors)

218 North 15th St., Philadelphia, Pa.
Bell Phone, Locust 616
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Haverford Cycle Co.

The House of Real Bargains
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