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get a job, easy enough, she told her-
self; get a place of her own to live
in, and send Sandy to a nursery
school. But at the same time she
couldn’t actually conceive of any-
thing happening, but that Bill would
come in and get her and take her
home again.

The woman fumbled in her hand-
bag and brought out a cigarette case.
The lid sprang back and she offered
it to Dot. Dot refused and the man
struck a match. In the spurt of light
the case looked as though it were
made of solid gold. She put her
head against the seat again and
closed her eyes and wondered about
the woman. Gosh, she was one of
the lucky ones, all right. She had
everything — clothes, luxury, a car
like this to travel in—nothing to hold
her down. Probably the man with
the diamond was her husband, and
the little guy, kind of a chauffeur.
Of course, the husband wasn’t so
much to look at, but that was it—
he didn’t shut her up in four walls
where she had nothing but him to
look at all the time.

Four walls—four walls. Bill was
still asleep inside them with no idea
in his head that she wasn't right
there with him. And suddenly she
remembered that she had snapped
on the outside lights when she started
out with the suitcase and the child,
so they could see their way across
to the dark shed where they kept the
car. And she had left them on, too.
She hoped Bill wouldn’t be waked
up by somebody wanting gas this
time of night. He liked to open up
early, instead of keeping open at
night, because he said that gave him
daylight to do his tinkering, before
he hagi to get busy at the gas tank.
He did quite a lot of repair work
for people in town, and there were
some who brought their cars from
several miles away, so that Bi]l could
work on them. So Bill
got awfully tired by night,
and sometimes he went to
bed right after supper.

Well, Dot got up early,
too. This morning she
had fried a big mess of
doughnuts before break-
fast. City girls don’t know
anything about frying
doughnuts, but the second
summer they were mar-
ried, when Bill’s mother
came to stay with them
awhile, she had showed
her how, and they were a
good seller—fresh like
that—at breakfast time. ‘
So that was why she was
getting sleepy, too. She \
and Bill-both got up-—
too early. The last thing
that she was conscious of
was that thev had turned

Lift Into Town

(Continued from page 9)

" on the radio in the front seat and

the muted sound of music flowed
across her thoughts like water, wash-
ing them all out of her mind.

She woke gradually, with an
awareness that Sandy had stirred
in her lap and she must be careful
not to change her position or she’d
wake him. Then she became con-
scious that the woman had slid for-
ward so that she was kneeling, with
her arms resting on the back of the
front seat, and the three were talk-
ing together in very low voices. The
radio was still on, but turned low,
and there was no music now, only
a low, monotonous murmur—a man’s
voice saying something, repeating
a lot of numbers and figures. Dot
didn’t pay much attention to it. But
she heard the woman and the two
men, and she listened to them.

The woman was whispering, “Well,
it’s a lousy trick. Maybe it was
important—her getting to Buffalo
tonight.” .

The larger man spoke softly, his
eyes never leaving the road ahead of
him. “The kid’s gonna be valuable
in a few minutes. We've gotta stop
for gas pretty soon, and I don’t want
that kid to be overlooked. Marge
can flash the light on in the back
seat to look for something, when the
guy comes around to the window for
his dough. Only watch yourself that
you don’t wake ’em up. We want to
hold onto ’em until we make this
stop for gas, anyway. Got that down,
Marge?”

“I got it down.”

They stopped talking and the tiny
radio voice droned on. Dot began
to listen to it. .

“Calling Dee-troit, hello, Dee-troit.
1935 Dodge coupe, Pennsylvania li-
cense A-3-6-9-8, traveling west, Route
40, pick up east of Detroit—Penn-
sylvania license A-3-6-9-8, Dodge
coupe—Calling Buffalo, following up
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“What makes you think I didn’t lock the back
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on Erie robbery

“There it is again,” said the fat
man. They were silent.

‘“Sedan, dark-colored, Cadillac or
La Salle, license number unknown,
believed heading toward Buffalo,
Route 20. Two men, one heavily
built, dark complexion, second man
smaller and lighter, one woman,
blond, carrying valuables in car.
Dark sedan, license unknown, head-
ing toward Buffalo, two men, one
woman ” .

The tiny voice pricked through the
fog of Dot’s mind. She had not
moved a muscle since she woke, and
now she half sat, half lay against
the back cushions, her body stiff and
cramped with Sandy’s welgbt and
the effort to keep from moving.

“Turn it off,” the woman said
suddenly. “We heard enough.”

The little man leaned forward and
clicked the button.

Two miles perhaps went by in sij-
lence. Then the fat man began to
swear softly into his coat collar,
“Something always happens. It’s
going to take Buck plenty long to
forget what he did taking the Chev-
vie tonight and leaving this hearse
for us. God—he knew we had a job
on our hands! If we’d had the
Chevvie now_we wouldn’t have been
picked up. Besides, I told you we
hadn’t oughta take the stuff straight
into Buffalo. Let ’em wait till it

ols off——"
c‘)“Save it, save it,” said the little
man under his breath. “You got
plenty of time to bellyache later on
when you know how many ears are

ing.”
ﬂa?l%vegr in her life had Dot go
longed for Bill as she did that mo-
ment. She felt helpless and alone
and sick with responsibility. She
had gotten not only herself into this
mess, but her baby, too. Of course,
she never would have been invited
to go along if it hadn’t
been for Sandy. Sandy
was the blind. They
weren’t two men and gz
blond woman traveling in
a dark sedan any more—_
they were two couples

=" with a baby.
/ And nobody knew how
7 it would turn out. She
- 5\ had read too many storieg
! e ¢ where innocent people hag

been done away with sim-
ply because they knew tog
much. It seemed to her
that her only chance wag
in keeping absolutely stil]
till they stopped for gas.
Maybe she could make g
dash for it, and with peo-
ple around they wouldn’
dare prevent it. Although
it wasn’t likely they’d stop

door?” in any populated place—



they’d pick some small-town station
on the outskirts of nowhere, with
only one guy on hand.

Now there was something about
the road that began to seem queer
to her. She had been over this road
with Bill several times in the past
four years and she knew that by
now, at this speed, even if she had
slept only twenty minutes or so, they
should be hitting a more metropoli-
tan district. There should have been
some crossings with traffic lights.
But they seemed to be on a two-
lane dirt road now, narrow and curv-
ing, and so dark she couldn’t pick out
any landmarks on
it. She got a pan-
icky feeling in

drive through this town and out of
it. They would drive at sixty miles
an hour past Bill and he would never
know it, and after that she’d be be-
yond his help and everyone’s else.
Without any clear idea of what she
meant to do, she gave Sandy’s soft
little thigh a sharp pinch. He let
out a sleepy yelp, sat up and began
to whimper. At the same time Dot
straightened up, as though she, too,
were just rousing out of sleep.
The woman sat back at once and
pulled the rug up over them both.
“Had a good sleep, dearie? We’'ll
be there pretty soon now. How’s

her stomach.
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—if only nothing had happened to
wake up Bill so that he had turned
off the lights downstairs. That
same switch that she had snapped
as she went out turned on the sign,
“Bill’s Place”, too. But of course
they couldn’t be turned off! Because
if somebody had waked up Bill, he’d
stay awake, finding that empty bed
beside him, Sandy’s bed empty

The lights were on. It was all she
could do to choke back her voice,
to keep from saying—There’s a place.

There’s a place that’s open! To let
the woman say it instead.
“There’s a place ahead. Looks

open.”’

The fat man
leaned toward the
driver and said

They certainly
weren’t taking

something that
Dot couldn’t hear.

her to Buffalo.
And then, gradu-
ally, without any
landmark, but
with a growing
feeling of famili-
arity around her,
she began to
sense where they
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She held her
breath and caught
a few words of
the reply. .
“Let her tak
him in. Get a

were.
They were on a i

good look at the
kid.”
The car began

dirt country road

that ran parallel

to the highway

and very soon

they would come

to the dairy farm

where Kathy Jas-

on worked. Only

they weren't

heading toward

Buffalo at all, but

away from it!

The sudden, com-

plete turn-around

in her mind from the direction
in which she had imagined them
to be going, made her head spin.
But that was it, all right—there was
the big cow barn showing dark
‘against the sky. It must have been
while she was asleep that they had
gotten the radio warning and doubled
back on the parallel road.

Just beyond the farm was a cross-
road. Ahead, the roadbed was bad
and overgrown. They were almost
certain to take the left turn that
led straight into town and if they
did that—her heart began to thump
at the thought—they’d have to go
through the town and three and a
half miles out the other side to the
junction before they could cut back
into the country again. And at the
junction were home and safety.

They hit the crossroad and turned
left. Ten minutes later they crossed
the railroad tracks and she could see
the lighted sign of Doc Tetlow’s
drug store.

The fat man said in a low voice,
“Gonna make your stop here?”

The driver shook his head. “Not
so good. Here’s where we picked
up the dame.”

Suddenly Dot knew that she had
to act right now or sit back and take
what was coming to her. They would

@oml\\-‘-‘"—‘ﬁ

“Pardon me, Madame—iwhere is Track 13?7

the little fellow?” She smiled then.

Dot was soothing Sandy, holding
him close against her. They were
on the other side of the town now,
and speeding up again as they came
out onto the highway. .

“I'm afraid,” she said s}laklly,
“I'll have to stop a minute with the
baby. Do you think we could find
a place I could take him in for a
second? I mean—it’s quite a long
way yet before we get to Buffalo,
isn’t it?”

“Why—" the woman began, and
then she spoke to the men 1n the
front seat. “You fellows are plan-
ning to stop for gas pretty soon,
aren’t you?” .

The fat man glanced uneasily
toward the back and turned to the
driver.

“After a while,” the little man
said, and kept on driving.

Sandy’s whimper settled into a
good cry. Above it, Dot spoke more
steadily. “I'm afraid he’ll be like
this until we stop. If you could
make it soon, I could settle him
down again.” . e

“Okay,” the driver said. I’?’lrst
good place we see that’s open.

She wanted to shout.out—-watch
out on the right-hand side no more
than a mile down the road. If only

to slow down. The
next instant it
eased to a stop
beside one of
Bill’s two gas
pumps. No one
,was in sight. Up-
stairs she could
see from the dim-
ly lighted window
that the bedside
lamp was still

burning. Bill
must be just
where she had

left him two
hours ago, an eternity ago.

Before anyone could speak, before
they could look around for an at-
tendant, she had opened the door,
and carrying Sandy clutched against
her, his legs dangling against her
knees, she was running toward the
little side door marked LADIES.
Inside that was another door that
opened onto a flight of stairs up to
her own little sitting-room. As she
sped up those stairs, she was think-
ing of only one thing—the gun in
the table drawer beside Bill’s bed.
In Sandy’s room she dropped him
into his crib and thrust open the
door into the bedroom.

He had turned from his left side
to his right side. That was all. She
flung herself down beside him and
shook him by the shoulders.

“Bill. Wake up, wake up, Bill.”

He opened his eyes and looked up
at her dazedly.

“Bill, listen. Listen to me. There’s
a bunch of crooks downstairs. Bill
-—are you listening? You've got to
get them!”

Downstairs they had begun to
honk. Two short, impatient honks.
If she didn’t come back in a mo-
ment they’d get suspicious and they’d
send the woman in after her. Be-
cause if somebody didn’t show up to






woman looked at Bill, as though he
were something wonderful. Why,
Bill was just that big guy there,
with the freckled face and his hair
standing on end, and his pajama
pants hanging down under his
trousers. She hadn’t told him any-
thing yet, he didn’t know what it
was all about, but he stood there like

a rock, and suddenly she could just
kind of relax and let him do the
worrying. Money in the bank. She
had everything.

There was a sound on the stairs
behind her, and then the door opened
and Sandy walked in, blinking, his
small, round face angry and bewil-
dered.
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“Oh, heavens,” said Dot, and
stooped and scooped him up. “T’ll
have to put him to bed. You see—"
she gave the woman a faint, apolo-
getic smile, as though she were ex-
cusing herself to a sympathetic
caller, “he’s had quite an upset eve-
ning, and I guess he needs his
sleep.”

Your Husband is in Town

I finally got wise to myself and gave
him the air. As soon as I got rid of
him I started for the top. And no
one is going to drag me down again.”

“Miss Stuart, I didn’t come here
to drag you down. I came here to
lift up Lee Mark . . . to ask Novem-
ber to give him a chance to sing
here.” L

“You don’t think Sim is crazy
enough to do that! This isn’t an old-
timer’s benefit.”

“I'm not asking for a benefit.
Lee’s got the swellest voice in the
show business. He had a fine voice
when you were in kindergarten.”

“I never went to kindergarten.”

“Were the entrance exams too
difficult?”

She looked at me with blazing eyes,
and the eyes of Sallie Stuart, when
they are blazing, are gorgeous to see.
I expected a smart slap, or at least
a swift, decisive kick in the pants.

“There’s nothing more disgust-
ing,” she observed icily, “than a sap
trying to talk like a wise guy.”

“Miss Stuart,” I said, as firmly as
I could, “I don’t know how he sang
when you were his partner. Maybe
he loved you so much that he sang
like a rooster. But
today when he sings
a Tin Pan Alley steal
he makes it sound like
Heifetz playing a
masterpiece.

“Come with me to-
morrow evening!
Dine with me at Chez
Luis—at my expense.
He sings behind a
screen. He won’t see
you. You won’'t see
him. If he’s as good
as I say, tell that
great patron of the
arts, Sim November.
If he isn’t—you pay
for the dinner.”

Sallie Stuart looked
straight into my eyes.
“Why try to unscram-

tun}cmm
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ble eggs . . . re-open
a chapter forever
closed ?”

(Continued from page 17)

“Are you talking about eggs or
books ?”

“Furthermore,” she continued, as
though I hadn’t spoken, “I don’t like
cheap French Restaurants and pa-
thetic has-beens. No one has ever
helped me. In this racket—those who
are on top have hacked their way
there through the bleeding bodies of
their competitors.”

“Miss Stuart, you speak with a
power. . ..” :

“Don’t interrupt me!” she com-
manded. “The world knows me as
Sallie Stuart—the beautiful, hard-
boiled star. No husband. No lover.
I'm going into pictures next month.
I can’'t afford to endure even the
slightest murmur of scandal . . . so
I will meet you tomorrow evening at
eight o’clock sharp . .. in Chez Luis
. .. you to pay the bill.”

She swept out of the office with a
flashing smile.

November came back with twice
his previous scowl. “Unfortunately,”
he growled, “I see you’re still alive.”

“] hear the beating of great
wings,” I countered, “and the golden
blare of distant trumpets. Tomorrow
morning you get the proofs for your

“Sell him? Why that would be like selling my own brother!”

new folder. Fortunately, you’re too
ignorant to tell whether there are
any errors or not.”

“Cocky, aren’t you? Just because
Sallie Stuart spoke to you . . . alone
... for fifteen minutes. Did she spit
in your eye?”

The next day I walked about in a
sort of delicious stupor. The printer
didn’t have the proofs of the Caliente
job ready, so I didn’t have to see
November. My only other customer
was out when I called, or else his
secretary was a liar. So I had a
whole, long day to dwell upon and
to anticipate the evening’s drama.

Should I wear my dinner jacket?
I knew I should, but if I did it would
only make our table more conspicu-
ous. Chez Luis didn’t go in for
formal wear. I had to make a choice
80 I chose the blue sack suit. The
other suit was at the cleaner’s. The
leaden hours seemed to craw), seemed
to go backwards. By six o’clock I
was seen walking up and down the
boulevard of the eight-course din-
ners. I even had a highball at that
world-celebrated bar near Fifth
Avenue, and the price of that single
drink was more than the cost of an
entire Luis dinner.

At two minutes to
eight I stood before
Chez Luis. I looked
at each limousine that
passed, straightened
as I saw a huge, gray
car pull to the curb.
But there was no one
in it except the chauf-
feur, who began read-
ing a newspaper as
Sallie Stuart touched

my arm. She had
walked. She was
dressed in a tailor-

made suit of blue
tweed and, carelessly
thrown over one
shoulder, was a two
thousand-dollar sable
neckpiece. She wore
a thirty-carat dia-
mond ring. Other-
wise you’d think she
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was just a pretty girl, maybe a classy
secretary.

“I always keep my appointments,”
she said, looking at her diamond-
studded wrist watch. “It is now
eight o’clock.”

A number of pretty speeches which
I had memorized failed to rise to
the surface so I said nothing except
a muffled “how-do-you-do?”

I escorted her through a narrow
hall into the dining-room and then to
my table which, fortunately, was
placed in a cozy window niche. You
couldn’t even see the screen from
where I sat. She sat with her back
to the audience and her face was al-
most hidden except when, from time
to time, she would turn and face
]back with the swift dart of a swal-
ow.

“There are no menu cards here
but I'll tell you just what they’ve
got.”

“Nothing for me except coffee,”
she answered. “I had my dinner long
ago.”

“As you like,” I agreed. No gentle-
man would urge a lady to eat against
her will. My waiter, with his cus-
tomary efficiency, had brought the
massive soup tureen over to my
table and two soup plates. 1 ex-
plained the situation to him. With a
shrug of the shoulder, he filled my
bowl with onion soup de luze, as
Luis called it. It was embarrassing
to me to sit there eating alone. Some-
how the soup tasted tenth-rate, and
the other seven courses without
savor. One by one, I motioned the
waiter to carry them away. .

“Is anything the matter?” he in-
quired. “Usually you order double
portions.”

Sallie Stuart hardly spoke a word.
She didn’t try to put me at ease; she
didn’t try to make it harder. Her
mind seemed many thousands of
miles away and her eyes. too, had a
long-distance look. Finally Joe Fink
pulled out his piano and struck a few
bars. Sallie turned to give him a
hasty once-over.

“What does that monkey do?” she
questioned.

“Wait till you hear him, Miss
Stuart. He murders a piano like no-
body’s business.”

Joe got into his stride with one of
his complicated numbers. He had a
genjus for almost concealing the
melody under an elaborate network
of his own notes.

“Not bad,” Miss Stuart com-
mented. “With a little more skill
he would have entirely eliminated the
original tune.”

“He’s still a kid, studying hard.”
I defended him. “In a few years Joe
Fink will be able to play popular
pieces so cleverly that not even the
composers will be aware that their
music is being played.”

I had arranged that Lee Mark's
first song would be “Please Remain".
At eight-thirty Joe began the intro-
duction. And presently the voice of
Lee Mark rose. above the crash of
dishes, the fat conversations of the
diners. I looked at Sallie Stuart. The

blood rushed to her pale, sweet face
as the rich, husky music filled the
room. She uttered a queer sigh and
closed her eyes. As always, under the
magic of that voice, the room had
become still, the diners wrapt in
thought. When the song ended there
was that definite heart-felt applause
which audiences the world over
award to the artist who touches their
souls.

There was a tear in Sallie’s blue
eyes. “It was wonderful,” she said
softly. “He’s got something now he
never had before. Or maybe it's
only when he sings that particular
song. There are some singers who
render one piece superbly and flop
on everything else.”

“Wait till you hear his next, Miss
Stuart. He hasn’t started yet.”

“I've got just a few minutes left,”
she said.

Joe started another. It was
“Alone”. It seemed to me that he
sang this even better than the first.
That guy can break your heart. The
applause that followed was louder
than before.

“Am I right, Miss Stuart?”

“Right? TI’ll say so. He's got the
goods and when I say that, I've said
the utmost.”

Lee was singing again. This time
a bawdy, hard-boiled number, with-
out sentiment or tear jerkers. It
also went over big.

Sallie rose to go.

“Don’t you want to see him, Miss
Stuart?”

“No...pno...” she implored,
“please don’t ask me to.”

“But what about asking Sim
November to give him a chance?”

“T’ll have to think about that,” she
said slowly.

“You can’t let him down now,” I
insisted.

“Why can’t 1?” she asked. “I have
no scruples.”

“This man,” I stoutly maintained,
was your husband, stil] is; he loved
you; he loves you now.” :
“Don’t shout so loud!” Miss
Stuart admonished. “I'm going.”

“Miss Stuart, if you don’t promise
to ask Sim I'l] bring Lee out here
right now.”

“You couldn’t
clared.

“I have no scruples either. Unless
you agree, right now, Miss Stuart,
I'll report this incident to every
columnist in town.”

“Sh...sh...sh...” she shushed.
“not so loud. T promise, you rat. I
promise.”

“Make it on the Saturday night—
two weeks from the day you leave
for Hollywood. November is to pre-
sent Lee cold. No announcement in
the press. Just a little addition to
the regular program. If he’s a flop
he goes back to this out-house.”

“Suppose he makes good!” she
pondered.

“You wouldn’t begrudge him his
success, Miss Stuart?”

“No, I wouldn'’t. I don’t begrudge
anyvone’s success. If you’'ve got it
You deserve it. That’s my motto.

&

do that,” she de-

I'm only concerned over my success.
You needn’t worry about Sim. He'll
do just as T tell him.”

I escorted her to the street and
hailed a cab, put her into it.

“You are hard-boiled,” I said, “but
if you break the shell of a hard-
boiled egg, what do you find ?”

“A hard-boiled egg,” she replied,
closing the door.

When I returned to the place my
waiter asked me if I were feeling
better.

“Quite,” I replied.

“I'm glad of that,” he cheerfully
declared. “I was worried . . . you
never failed to tip me before.”

Lee Mark was drinking coffee at
his little table behind the screen. I
sat down across from him.

“How would you like to sing at The
Caliente?” I queried in a nonchalant
voice,

“How would you like to be in the
White House?”

“Never mind what I like, answer
my question!”

“Not a chance in a million. The
Caliente must have big names . . .
you should know that.”

“Like Sallie Stuart?”

He never batted an eyelash. “Yes,
like Sallie Stuart . . . Rudy Vallee
. . . Bing Crosby . . . the very
biggest.”

“You're just as good as theyv are.”

“You think so—I think so, but no
one else of importance goe . -

“But they will. I'm getting you
a break. In a couple of weeks from
now, November is going to put you
on. Try you out. If you're as good
as we think you are here . . . your
future is made. I’ll tel) you the
exact night.”

He shook his head wearily. “On
that same night you’ll be installed in
the White House.”

I tried to be impressive as I slow-
ly, carefully, repeated my prophecy.
He was peeved this time. “I've al-
ways thought you were somewhat
queer,” he asserted. “Now I know it.
Mister, I don’t mind a little kidding.
I've been kidded by masters of the
art. You see these gray hairs?
Kidders put them there, One kidder,
in particular, ruined my ljfe. So, if
you don’t mind, I'd rather not be
kidded by you.”

It took me three nights in a row,
and a note from Sim November, to
convince Lee that I wasn’t kidding.
My explanation was that Sim was a
friend of mine and was doing this as
a favor to me.

True to her word, Sallie Stuart
arranged everything.  November
vielded to her. The date was set for
a Saturday night, two weeks after
Sallie’s final appearance. The plan
was to have the orchestra leader an-
nounce a special feature. No other
publicity. Presented cold ., . . at
9:30 p. m.

On that night of nights I wore my
dinner jacket, a white carnation and
a snowy linen handkerchief stuck in
my coat pocket. I looked swell. Sim
was good enough to place me at g

(Continued on page 48)
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A Money-Making Opportuni
for Men of Character

' . EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct. Twenty years afo the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of Eubhc buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the bugbgy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from one industry to another.
er change is taking place, An old established i i

ﬂ?”im‘f,'éﬁfm part ol the na:ion‘sg st?u;mrc—in which millionseif‘ggrlmﬁ mhteagnr::
every year—is in thousangs of cascs being replaced Abila truly astonishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work better—more reliably—AND AT A COST O] AS LOW
AS 29, OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has not required very long for men
who have taken over the rights to this valuable invention to do a remarkable business
a0d show carnings which in these times are almost usheard of for the average man.

Not a ““Gadget’”’ —
Not a “‘Knick-Knack’—

but a valuable, proved device which

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time. Another writes
from Delaware—'‘Since I have been operating (just a lictle
less than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the officc; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a litcle in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for onc month.”* A man working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less thaa a week’s time, Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in chis business is coupled with immediate earnings for the
right kind of man. Onc man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60

r sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat

usiness. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest r{gc of opportunity and
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right field inwhich to make his start and develophis future.

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

No Money Need Be Risked

ing this business out. You can measure the possi-
bilities and not be out a dollar. If you are looking for &

has been sold successfully by busi-
ness mnovices as well as seasoned
veterans.

Make no mistake—this is no novelty—no flimsy creation
‘which the inventor hopes to put on the market. You

bably have seen nothing like it yet—perhaps never
s:zm of the cxistence of such a device—yet it has already
been used by corporations of outstanding prominence—by
dealers of great coriorations—by their branches—by doc-
tors, newspapers, publishers—schools—hospitals, etc., erc.,
and by th ds of small business men. You don't have to
convince a man that he should use an electric bulb to light
his office instead of a gas lamp. Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that some day he m:z need
something like this invention. The need is already there—
the money is usually being spent right at chac very
momenc —and the desirability of saving the greatest
part of this expense is obvious immediarcly.

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

You walk into an office and put down before your
a letter from a sales organization showing that :ﬂcdy did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1,600!
An automobile dealer pays our rep ive $15, wh

the expense could have been over $1,000. A department
store has expense of $88.60, possible cost if done ourside
the business being well over $2,000. And so on. We could
pot possibly lisc all cases here. These are just a few of
the many actual cases which we place in your hands o
work with. Practically every linc of business and every
section of the country is re ted by these ficld repores
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving
o rmniéics which hardly any business maa caa fail to

erscand.

Going into this business is oot like sclling something
offered in every grocery, drug or department store. For
instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On $1,500 worth of business, your. share can be
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your pare of every
dollar’s worth of business you do is 67 ccats—on ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars” worth $67.00
~—in other words two thirds of every order you get is
yours. Not only on the first order—but on repeat orders
—and you have the opportunity of carning aa even larges
perceatage.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressure
selling. “'Selling" is unncccssayry ingthe ordinary sense of
the word. Instead of hammering away at the customer
aed “’)’ini to “force” a sale, you make a dignified,
busiess-like call, leave the installation—whatever size

* the customer says he will accepr—at our risk, let the

customer sell himself after the device is in and working.

is docs away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer-—it eliminates the handicap of trying to get the
money before the customer has really convinced himsclf
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer’s parcicular line of business.
Then leave the invention without a dollar down. It
starts working ac once. In a few short days, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough cash moacy to pay
for the deal, with profits above the investment coming in
at the same time. You then call back, collect your money.
Nothing is so convincing as our offer to let resules speak
for themselves without risk to the customer] While others
fail to get even a hearing, our men are making sales
running inco the hundreds. They have received the aceen-
tion of the largest firms in the country, and sold to the
smallest businesses by the thousands.

business thas is nos overcrowded—a business that is just
coming into its own—on the upgrade, instead of the
down;radH business that offers the buyer relief from
a bur , but unavoidable expense—a business that
has 2 prospect practiczll{ in every office, store, or factory
into which you can set foor—regardless of size—zbat is a
necessity but does not have any price cutting to contend
with as other pecessitics do—:gat because you control
the sales in exclusive territory is your own business—
that pays mors on some individual sales than many men make
in a week and sometimes in a month’s time—if such a business
looks as if it is worth investigating, ger in touch with us
at once for the rights in your territory—don’t delay~—
becausc the chances are that if you do wait, somcone else
will have written to us in the meantime—and if it curns
out that you were the better man—we'd both be sorry.
So for convenience, use the coupon belosw—buc send it ﬁgt
away—or wirc if you wish. But do it now. 3.

I

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 4076-B, Mobile, Ala.
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1 RUSH T2Reiory prorosirion

' F. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. 4076-B, Mobile, Ala. l
Without obligation to me, send me full infor-

I on your p
Name... .
" Street or Route.. - -
i Box No. H
“ City...... . l
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When acriting to (;<Il‘m'liscrs pleasc mention The FElks llagazine




































