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end  under  the  lo^  next  to  the  sill,  and  then  l)oth  flimbod  out 
on  the  pole,  hand  over  hand.  When  near  the  end  their  oom- 
bined  weight  pulled  it  down  and  lifted  the  wall  of  the  building, 
bodily,  some  eighteen  inches,  so  that  the  i)risoner  easily  erawled 
out. 

His  friends  handed  him  a  pair  of  snow-shoes  and  a  blanket, 
in  which  they  told  him,  in  whispers,  a  piece  of  dried  buffalo 
meat  was  rolled.  Kain-in-the-Face  adjusted  the  snow-slioes  to 
his  feet  quickly,  grabbed  the  blanket,  and  ran,  and  in  doing  so 
the  piece  of  meat  dropped  out.  So,  he  went  into  the  desert  in 
that  howling  blizzard,  at  nightfall,  with  only  one  blanket,  with- 

out a  weapon  of  any  kind,  without  a  mouthful  of  food,  when  the 
temperature  was  40  below  zero,  and  wluii  the  wind  was  blow- 

ing probabh'  thirty  miles  an  hour. 
As  soon  as  tlie  ])risoner  fled  tiie  other  two  Indians  crawled 

away,  taking  their  tools  with  them,  and  when  the  guard  came 
back  on  his  round  there  was  nothing  to  show  that  anything 
Jiad  liappened  since  he  left.  At  daylight  the  guard  was  changed, 
and  when  the  new  corporal  went  into  the  jail  to  look  after  the 
l)risoner,  he  found  the  room  vacant.  The  alarm  was  given, 
several  scouting-parties  were  sent  out  who  hunted  far  and  near 
for  the  fugitive,  but,  being  unable  to  find  any  trace  of  him  in  the 
drifting  snow,  returned  to  their  quarters. 

Rain-in-the-Faco  came  Viack  from  Canada  and  rejoined  his 

people  just  before  they  started  on  the  warpath.  Before  they 

started,  writes  Colonel  Shields,  "I  saw  him  and  talked  with 
liim."     The  writer  describes  the  interview: 

I  asked  him  to  tell  me  the  story  of  his  flight  across  the  plains, 
in  the  dead  of  winter,  in  the  midst  of  that  howling  blizzard, 
without  food,  blankets,  a  gun,  or  any  way  to  make  a  fire.  (In 
fact,  he  would  not  have  dared  fire  a  shot  if  he  had  found  game, 
nor  made  a  fire  if  he  had  had  matches,  for  he  knew  he  would  be 
hunted,  and  a  fire  or  the  report  of  a  gun  might  have  revealed 
his  whereabouts  to  his  i)ursuers.) 

He  told  me  the  story  of  this  great  run,  and  I  will  tell  it  to 
you  in  his  own  words  as  nearly  as  I  can  recall  them. 

I  a.sked  him,  through  an  interpreter,  "Where  did  you  go  when 
jou  escai)ed  from  the  jail  at  Standing  Rock?"     He  said: 

"  I  went  to  the  camp  of  my  friends,  at  the  base  of  Woody  Moun- 
tain, in  Canada." 

"How  far  is  that?"  I  asked. 
"Three  hundred  miles  as  the  crow  flies." 
"How  long  did  it  take  you  to  make  that  run?" 
"Three  days  and  nights." 
"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  a  man  can  run  a  hundred 

miles  in  twenty-four  hours,  on  snow-shoes,  and  another  hundred 

in  the  next  twentv-four,  and  another  hundred  in  the  next?" 
He  said,  "I  did  it." 
"How  often  did  you  sleep  on  the  way?" 
"I  didn't  sleep  at  all.  I  knew  I  dared  not  sleep.  I  darel 

not  even  sit  down  to  rest,  for  if  I  had,  under  the  terrible  fatigue 
and  hunger  and  strain  from  wliich  I  suffered,  I  would  have  lost 
consciousness;  a  stupor  would  have  overtaken  ma,  and  I  would 
have  frozen  solid  in  half  an  hour.  I  was  fleeing  from  the  perse- 

cution, the  WTongs,  the  outrages  inflicted  on  me  iind  my  people 
b\  the  white  men.  I  was  going  to  my  friends  and  had  deter- 
mined  to  reach  them.  I  knew  the  only  way  1  could  do  that 
was  to  keep  going.  1  ran  most  of  the  way.  Occasionally  I  would 
slow  down  to  a  walk  to  recover  my  breath  and  recuperate  my 

i^trength  a  little;  then  I  would  forge  ahead  again." 
"What  did  you  cat  on  the  way?"  1  asked.     He  said: 
"  Jirowse.  When  I  would  cross  a  dr\'  coulee  I  would  break 

off  a  handful  of  })rush,  willows,  or  box-elder,  aiul  eat  it  as  I  ran 
across  the  next  plateau,  maybe  ten  miles,  or  twenty  miles,  or 
thirty  miles.  Then  when  I  crossed  another  coulee  I  would 
})reak  off  more  and  eat  that  as  I  ran. 

"After  running  two  days  and  nights  and  the  greater  part  of 
the  third  day,  late  in  the  afternoon  the  wind  lulled,  the  snow 
cleared  from  the  air  for  a  few  minutes,  aiul  I  saw  the  dim  out- 

line of  Woody  Mountain  towering  away  into  the  sky.  That 
gave  me  new  hojje,  new  courage.  I  knew  the  camp  was  not  more 
than  twenty  miles  away,  and  I  knew  1  should  reach  it.  1  put 
on  a  new  burst  of  speed,  and  after  running  a  few  miles  nu)re  the 
wind  lulled  again,  the  air  cleared,  and  I  saw  the  outline  of  the 

great  blue  fon'st  that  surrounds  the  base  of  the  niountain; 
and  I  saw  three  little  columns  of  })lue  smoke  curling  \ii)  among 
the  trees. 

"I  knew  this  meant  the  cam])  of  my  friends.  1  knew  there 
were  no  other  Indians  ami  no  white  nu'ii  in  the  forest  at  that 
lime  of  year.  Again  1  was  inspired,  and  again  I  forged  ahead. 
When  I  got  within  three  miles  of  the  forest  I  began  to  yell, 
giving  first  the  war-whooj),  followed  by  the  wail  of  distress.  At 
first  there  was  no  response,  ])Mt  I  kej)!  on  shouting  as  1  ran. 
Finally  I  heard  three  shots  find  in  rapid  succession.  1  knew 
what  that  meant.     It  meant  that  my  friends  had  heard  my  call 

and  that  they  would  come  to  me.  I  kept  on  going,  and  a  few 
minutes  later  I  saw  six  men  break  from  the  co\er  of  the  forest 
and  come  toward  me  on  a  run.  And  that  was  the  last  I  did 
know  for  two  days  and  nights. 

"When  I  regained  con.sciousness  I  was  lying  on  a  bufl'alo- 
robe  in  the  teepee  of  one  of  my  friends.  Several  of  them  were 
sitting  about,  watching  me  anxiously.  Two  of  the  squaws  were 

rubbing  my  arms,  legs,  neck,  and  shoulders,  trying  to  i-estore 
the  circulation  of  my  blood  and  revive  me.  They  were  giving 
me  frequent  spoonfuls  of  hot  soup.  I  slowly  regained  my 
strength  and  in  a  few  hours  was  able  to  sit  up;  but  it  was  three 

days  more  before  I  was  strong  enough  to  stand  on  my  feet." 

THE   GENTLE   ART   OF   HOBOING,  AS 
PRACTISED   BY   AN   ARTIST 

COLOSSAL  NERVE  AND  A  GLIB  TONGUE  are  among 
the  essential  qualifications  for  a  successful  hobo,  says 

"Saltbush  Bill,"  who,  in  his  experiences  from  Ballarat 
to  the  Bowery,  has  l^een  tried  by  fire,  hunger,  and  the  usual 

perils  attached  to  riding  a  brake-beam  and  being  questioned  by 
an  inquisitive  policeman.  Not  only  must  one  have  the  call 

to  be  a  hobo,  says  this  cld-timer  of  the  road,  but  there  is  an  art 
in  it  as  well.  He  must  have  personality  and  be  able  to  tell  a 

convincing  story — not  always  a  true  story,  but  convincing. 

Oftentimes  he  has  to  tell  some  kind  of  hard-luck  tale  to  get  a 
piece  of  change  with  which  to  fend  off  his  hunger,  and  he  must 

be  able  to  pick  his  man  on  sight.  Otherwise  he  might  find  him- 
self cooling  his  heels  in  jail  instead  of  licking  his  chops  in  an 

"armchair"  dairy  lunch.  Likewise,  he  must  be  able  to  "soft- 

soap"  the  wrath  of  a  conscientious  brakeman,  lest  he  bite  the 
ballast.  Many  are  the  dangers  he  must  encounter,  and  the 

only  finger-posts  to  guide  him  are  his  intuition  and  his  quick 

wit.  Hoboing  is  no  profession  for  the  dullard.  "Saltbush 

Bill"  may  be  taken  as  an  authority,  for  few  are  the  wide  roads 
he  has  not  dusted.  Born  William  West,  in  Australia,  he  early 

in  life  developed  an  acute  Waiiderlusl,  and  he  has  been  busy 

gratifying  it  ever  since.     But,  he  \vrites  in  the  New  York  Tribune: 

It  is  a  hard  life,  and  one  that  gets  you  nowhere.  There  is 
more  bad  weather  than  fair,  and  more  cold  days  than  warm, 
and  nu^re  kicks  and  cuffs  than  sandwiches  and  kind  words. 

This  goes  even  for  the  best  of  the  life. 

In  Australia,  says  this  far-traveled  tramp,  the  hobo  is  always 

welcome,  because  he  can  help  in  sheep-shearing  time.  At  the 
sheep  stations  the  welcome  depends  much  on  the  storekeeper. 

Generally,  however,  there  are  bunks  where  the  hobo  may  spread 

his  blanket  and  a  fireplace  where  he  nuiy  cook  liis  food.  Also, 

the  food  itself  is  forthcoming,  and  a  man  may  stay  a  week  or 

more  without  doing  any  work — just  living  on  the  hospitality-  of 
the  storekeeper.  But  if  there  is  work  to  be  done,  the  hobo  is 

supposed  to  help.  The  life  isn't  lonely,  for,  says  "Saltbush 

Bill," 

In  these  travelers'  huts  one  nu't>ts  ma.n\'  famous  hoboes — such 
men  as  Jimmy  the  Washerwoman  antl  Plain  Billy,  the  latter 
so  named  bec^ause  he  is  always  on  the  plains.  TIumi  there  an* 
famous  cooks,  such  as  Martin  Duffy  and  Tom  Bright.  In  the 
sheep-(!amps  the  herders  have  the  privilege  of  electing  their 
own  cooks. 

.Jimmy  Tyson,  a  uvillionaire  sheep-rancher,  was  a  confirmed 
hobo,  tho  he  owned  dozens  of  ranches  in  Australia.  Tyson 
used  to  beg  food  at  his  own  ranches.  1  happened  to  be  cami)ed 

in  a  "sundowiur's"  hut  one  tim(>,  when  toward  incning  who 
should  come  along  but  old  Jimmy  Tyson.  He  bid  us  the  tinn* 
of  day  and  ask(>d  the  nanu>  of  th(>  ranch,  which  was  the  Come 
by  Chance,  and  then  he  wanted  to  know  about  the  chances  of 
obtaining  some  rations.      He  said: 

"I  believe  this  is  old  Jimnvy  Tyson's  station,  and  1  understand 

be  is  a  very  mean  man." 1  said  1  did  not  know  any  tiling  about  him. 

"Anyhow,"  said  Jimmy,  "we"ll  go  up  and  sec  tho  storekeeper 
and  fiiul  out  if  we  can  get  some  rations." 

.limmy  knocked  at  liu>  door  and  out  came  the  ston>l<(>eper, 
and  before  Jimmy  had  time  to  ask  for  rations  he  said  that  he  did 
not  feed  tramps.  .Jinuny  asked  the  storekeeptT  how  long  ho 
had  b(>en  at  tho  station,  and  tin*  man  said  it  was  two  y»>ars. 

"Well,  that's  twt)  years  too  long,"  rei)lied  Jimmy,  ""and  to-mor- 
row  you  can  go  to  the  manager  :vud  get  your  money  that  is  coming 
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C/ou  y^annot  Segin  too  (barh/ 

Send  25  ronta 

jor  these  three  Samples 
or  10  <ents 

Jor  any  One  of  them 

llalf-cake  of  PACKER'S 
TAR  SOAP,  yood  for 
several  refreshing  sham- 

poos—  10  cents.  Your 
clruKgist  has  the  full-size 
take. 

Liberal  sample  of  the  finest 
liquid  soap  we  know  how 

to  make—  I'ACKEK'S 
Liyril)  TAK  SOAP, 
deliKhtfuliv  perlunied  — 
10  ( ents.  Your  druggist 
has  the  full-size  6oz. 
Lottie. 

Lilxral  samiile  buttle  of 
PACKICKS  t  HARM,  a 
skin  lotion  of  peculiar 
eflKacy  —  lo  cents.  Sold 
in  one  coiivenieTit  size, 
Ly  most  druKK>^ts. 

BROWN  Hair  with  its  glints  and  gleams!  Black 

hair — blue-black  as  a  blackbird's  wing!  Golden 
hair  which  holds  the  sunshine!  Hair  silvery  with  the 
starshine  of  time !  Wavy  hair,  Huffy  hair,  soft  silken 
hair,  hair  of  childhood,  maturity  and  old  age! 

Truly,  you  cannot  begin  too  early  to  care  for 
your  precious  hair.  So  great  a  satisfaction  for  so  little 
effort  when  sensibly  applied.  A  personal  charm  so 
distinctly  your  own,  and  to  such  an  extent  within 

your  own  control. 

For  remember  that  a  healthy  scalp  is  the  foundation 
of  beautiful  hair.  By  helping  to  keep  the  scalp  clean 

and  healthy,  Packer'.s  Tar  Soap  (cake  or  liquid)  helps 
to  make  real  hair  health  possible. 

Packer's  Tar  Soap  is  made  from  healing  and  stim- 
ulating pine  tar,  fragrant  of  the  pine  forests  from  which 

it  comes,  from  soothing  glycerine  and  bland  vegetable 
oils.  These  beneficial  ingredients  are  valuable  for  the 
way  in  which  they  assist  willing  Nature  to  maintain  a 
natural,  healthy  condition  of  the  scalp.  The  fullest 

benefits  come  from  using  Packer's  regularly  according 
to  the  directions.  Why  deprive  your  hair  of  these 

benefits  for  a  single  day — buy  a  cake  of  Packer's 
from  your  druggist  now. 

For  forty-nine  years  Packer's  Tar  Soap  has  had  the 
distinction  of  extensive  use  by  the  medical  profession. 

The  "Packer"  Manual  [free) 
A  wealth  of  practical  information  is  presented  in  our  Manual, 
"How  to  Care  for  the  Hair  and  -Scalp.'  This  Manual,  now  in 
its  fifth  laiKC'  edition,  reflects  current  medical  opinion  and 
sums  up  whit  the  makers  ol  Packer's  Tar  .Soap  have  learned 
about  hair  health  duriufj  almost  h.ilf  a  century.  A  copy  of  the 
Manual  will  be  sent  tiee  on  request. 

THE  PACKER  MANUFACTURING  CO. 
Dcpt.  84(;,      I20  West   32nd    Street,   New   York  City 

LVMANS,  I.TI). 
Canadian   Distributors : 

Montreal  THK  LVM.\N  UROS.  &  CO..  Ltd., Toronto 

PACKER'S   TAR, SOAP (Uikc  or  lAHJuid 

PERSONAL   GLIMPSES 
Continued 

to  you,  for  I  am  Jimmy  Tyson,  and  I  have 
always  made  it  a  practi.se  to  give  plenty 
to  all  tramps  to  take  them  to  the  next 
station.  So  you  are  fired,  and  I  wiE  get 
one  of  the  tramps  at  the  station  to  take 

your  place." 

Jimmy  Tyson  was  knowTi  for  his  chari- 
ties in  other  hnes,  but  he  was  not  a  man 

to  be  pushed  into  any  enterprise.  He  had 
given  a  check  to  a  parson  for  a  charity,  and 
the  parson,  looking  at  it  and  seeing  it  was 
for  jCIO,  remarked  on  the  smallness  of  the 
amount.  Jimmy  asked  for  the  cheek,  and 
the  parson,  thinking  he  was  going  to  ̂ ^Tite 
a  larger  one,  handed  it  over,  but  Jimmy 
tore  it  to  pieces  and  walked  away.  To 
a  young  woman  who  asked  him  how  he 

made  so  much  money  Jimmy  repUed:  "By 

minding  my  own  business." Another  rich  Australian  who  was  en- 
dowed with  peculiar  roving  propensities 

was  Jackie  Dow,  who  went  sometimes 
horseback  and  sometimes  by  boot,  which 
latter  suited  him  better.  He  was  a 

graduate  of  Edinburgh  University.  He 
discovered  some  of  the  greatest  gold  and 
copper  reefs  in  Australia,  also  one  of  the 
largest  silver-mines  in  the  w^orld,  the 
Broken  Hill  mine,  in  New  South  Wales. 
His  favorite  trick  was  to  hunt  up  a  lot  of 
hoboes  and  then  buy  a  couple  of  dozen 
•bottles  of  champagne  for  the  crowd. 

Once  when  he  had  gone  through  a  lot  of 

monej'  and  was  broke  Jackie  bought  otit 
nearly  the  whole  stock  of  a  saloon  treating 
his  hobo  friends.  The  saloon-keeper  hinted 
that  he  would  like  to  have  payment,  but 
Jackie  put  him  off  by  saying  that  he  did 
not  dare  bring  a  check  to  light  among  so 

many  "cutthroats"  and  that  he  would 
settle  up  in  the  morning.  Finally,  the  next 

day  he  threw  over  a  piece  of  paper  with- 
out a  scrap  of  writing  on  it.  The  saloon- 

keeper was  furious,  but  could  do  nothing. 
A  little  while  later  Jackie  discovered  an- 

other reef  and  made  good  his  debts.  He 
discovered  a  rich  black  opal-mine,  but  on 
going  home  the  worse  for  liquor  one  night 
he  fell  down  a  shaft  in  this  mine  and  ended 
his  career. 

Jackie  Dent  was  another  well-known 
character.  He  had  made  his  pile  in  Cali- 

fornia in  the  rush  of  '49,  but  liked  to  try 
the  road  with  the  sundowners.  He  dearly 
loved  a  joke,  and  when  two  tramps  called 

at  his  ranch  in  Australia,  Jackie  said:  " I'll give  you  a  job.  You  see  that  big  gate  near 
the  roadway?  Well,  you  big  fellow,  you 

swing  your  mate  on  the  gate  and  I'll  pay 

you  ten  shillings  a  day." Both  agre(>d,  and  they  were  on  the  job 
about  three  hours,  when  the  smaller  fellow 
told  the  big  one  to  change  places  with 
him,  to  which  he  readily  agreed.  Jackie 
came  along  and,  seeing  the  little  fellow 
swinging  the  big  one,  he  roared  out: 

"Who's  bossing  this  job  arimnd  here? 
Who  told  you  to  swing  that  big  hulking 

loafer,  anyway?     Both  of  you  are  fired!" 
A  tramp  called  at  .hickn>'s  house  and 

ask(>d  liim  for  a  job,  and  Jackie  set  him  at 
\\or\s.  on  a  big  iron-bark  tree  in  the  ranch 
yard.  Tlu>  tramp  was  an  expert,  and  ho 
liad  not  be(>n  working  very  long  before  he 
brought  the  big  trin^  down  with  a  crash, 
wiiereupon  Jackie  came  out  in  a  rage,  and 
said  tliat  lh(>  fellow  had  siioihul  his  chief 
anmsenu>nt — that  over  300  tramps  had 
hacked  at  that  tree  and  never  had  been 

able  to  mak«>  any  iin])ression  on  it. 
Jackie  Dent  used  to  travel  a  good  deal 

on  the  open  road,  hviug  as  a  tramp,  and 
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he  once  showed  up  at  a  cattle  auction  in  a 
far-off  part  of  the  country.  H(;  bid  aj^ainst 
the  richest  men  in  that  part  of  Australia, 
and  when  he  brought  out  his  check-book 
and  they  found  it  was  Jackie  Dent  tlicrc 
was  nobody  moiv  astounded  than  the 
auctioneer. 

"Saltbush  Bill"  says  he  has  ridden 
ev^erything  on  a  train  l)ut  on  the  cow- 

catcher, and  he  may  do  that  yet.  Once, 

while  on  the  Shasta  Limited,  between 

Portland  and  Seattle,  he  was  nearly  ])urnt 

to  death.  He  was  so  close  to  the  enpin(>, 
that,  when  the  fireiiian  sliook  up  the 
clinkers,  he  was  covered  with  hot  cinders. 

The  train  was  going  at  top  speed,  and  he 

hg-d  to  balance  himself  at  the  same  time 

he  beat  out  the  tiames  with  his  hands. 

Concerning  the  make-up  of  hobo  society, 

he  writes  that — 

Contrary  to  general  opinion,  there  are 

few  criminals  among  the  tramp  societj'. 
There  are  men  who  have  done  short  terms 
for  vagrancy  or  for  minor  offenses,  but  I 
mean  the  big  criminals  are  absent.  Hoboes 
flock  together  and  the  big  criminal  always 
travels  alone.  You  can  always  tell  a 
des[)erate  man  on  the  road,  because  he  is 
alone  and  alwa3fs  in  a  liiirry.  He  may  stop 
a  few  minutes  Avith  a  crowd  of  hoboes  under 

a  bridge  or  at  some  other  meeting-place, 

but  it's  no  more  than  to  take  a  bite  and  say 
a  word  and  then  he  is  on  his  way. 

There  are  all  kinds  of  men  among  the 
hoboes,  as  in  every  other  class.  The  worst 

class  is  what  is  l?nown  as  the  "jungle  buz- 
zards"— those  who  will  not  go  out  and  get 

a  bit  of  grub  for  the  bunch.  They  are  the 

drones  in  the  hive — the  parasites.  But 
there  are  others  who  are  willing  to  do  some- 

thing for  the  crowd,  and  Avho  can  get  up  a 
tasty  meal  out  of  whatever  happens  to  be 
at  hand. 

There  are  no  regular  meeting-places. 

There  can't  be  under  the  scheme  of  things, 
because  the  authorities  arc  alwa\s  routing 
out  the  hoboes  and  making  them  seek  other 
quarters.  Now  there  may  be  a  meeting  in 
^n  old,  abandoned  house,  and  again  under 
a  bridge — anywhere  that  the  hoboes  can 
find  immunity  from  police  interference. 

I  got  my  name  from  the  salt-bush  of 
Australia,  which  is  not  unlike  yoiu'  sage- 

brush in  this  country,  except  that  cattle 
thrive  on  it.  In  that  coimtry  I  worked  as 

a  shearer,  but  1  hav^e  not  done  any  shear- 
ing in  this  country.  It  is  hard,  back- 

breaking  work,  is  sheep-shearing.  It's  no 
small  job  handling  the  big  rams  that  are 

brought  in  to  be  sheared.  H's  a  sight 
to  see  the  sheej)  brought  into  the  sheds 

for  the  shearing  there.  You'd  think 
it  was  a  dust-storm  coming  up.  You've 
got  to  shear  them  when  the\  are  dry,  as 
there  is  nothing  that  will  give  you  rheuma- 

tism quicker  than  shearing  wet  sheep. 

I've  done  a  little  work  in  the  oil-shale 
mines  in  Australia,  which  is  a  good  deal 
like  coal-mining.  I  always  keep  my  papers 
with  me  to  sliow  that  I  am  an  able  sales- 

man. I've  worked  across  the  seas  on 
various  kinds  of  craft,  and  I've  bt^en  across 
this  continent  several  times.  I've  been 
in  all  the  queer  places  where  hoboes  and  the 
rich  rub  shoulders  in  England  and  Aus- 

tralia and  this  country — place's  like  Dirty 

Dick's,  in  London,  a  resort  where  the 
swells  like  to  drink  with  the  trami)s.  1 

get  uneasy  for  new  experiences,  and  that's 
the  reason  why  in  all  the  twenty  years  I 
have  been  on  the  road,  I  never  have 
broken  my  rule  of  not  holding  a  job  for 
more  than  thirtv  davs  at  a  time. 

^ 

Like  Nut  Bubbles 
Float  in  every  bowl  of  milk 

Puffed  Wheat  is  whole  wheat  puffed  to  buhhles, 
8  times  normal  size.  The  grains  are  airy,  flaky,  toasted 

— flimsy  as  a  snowflake.  And  they  taste  like  nut  meats 
as  they  melt  away. 

It  makes  whole  wheat  delightful.  Children  revel  in 
it.     And  all  the  i6  elements  are  fitted  to  digest. 

Steam-exploded 

The  grains  are  stearri-exploded.  The  moisture  in 
each  food  cell  is  changed  to  steam.  Then  over  loo 

million  steam  exj^losions  are  caused  in  every  kernel. 

Thus  every  food  cell  is  fitted  to  digest.  Every  atom 
of  the  whole  grain  feeds.  Prof.  Anderson  has  thus 

created  the  greatest  cereal  foods  in  existence. 

Tidbits  of  rice 

Puffed  Rice  is  rice  grains  j)uffed  in  like  way.  The 
walls  are  thin  as  tissue.    The  flavor  is  exquisite. 

This  is  a  food  confection.  Girls  use  it  in  candy 

making.    Chefs  use  it  to  garnish  ice  cream. 
Douse  with  melted  butter  for  children  to  eat  like 

peanuts  at  their  play. 

Don't  serve  for  breakfast  only.  Enjoy  these  delights 

to  the  full.  Then  end  the  day  with  Puffed  \\'heat  in  a 
bowl  of  milk. 

Mix  them  with  your  berries 

Puffed     Rice    adds Puffed  Wheat 
Puffed  to  8  times  normal  size 

Puffed  Rice 
Flimsy,  flavory  bubbles 

I   clt-li- 

cioiis  liknd  to  berries.  I  he 

grains  are  fragile  and  Haky. 

Ihey  add  as  much  as  the 
cream  and  sugar.  Try  them 
in  this  way. 

The  Quaker  0^^^  G>nipaivy 
Sole  Makers 
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