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THE STORY SO FAR

Young, pretty Jane Barnes, who lived with her brother, Baldwin, in Sherwood
Park, near Washington, was not particularly impressed when she read that rich,

attractive Edith Towne had been left at the altar by Delafield Simms,

wealthy

New Yorker. However, she still mused over It when she met Evans Follette, a

young neighbor, whom the war had left com
always loved Jane, That morning

Evans ha

letely discouraged and despondent.
aldwin Barnes, on his way to work

in Washington, offered assistance to a tall, lovely girl in distress. Later he found a

bag she had left in the car, containing

a diamond ring on which was inscribed

“Del to Edith—Forever.” He knew then that his passenger had been Edith Towne.
Already he was half way in love with her. That night he discussed the matter with
Jane, and they called her uncle, worldly, sophisticated Frederick Towne. He \rlg-
ited them at their home, delighted with Jane's simplicity. He told them Edith's

story. Because her uncle desired It
whom she liked but did not love.

Edith Towne had accepted Delafield Simms,

CHAPTER I11—Continued
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“It doesn't do any good to call
him names, Uncle Fred.”

“I think you must look upon it as
a great escape, Edith."”

“Escape from what?"

“Unhappiness."

“Do you think I can ever escape
from the thought of this?" The
strong sweep of her arm seemed to
indicate her bridal finery.

He sat in unhappy silence, and
suddenly she laughed. *“I might
have known when he kept sending
me orchids. When a man loves a
woman he knows the things she
likes.”

It was then that Towne made his
mistake. ‘‘You ought to thank your
lucky stars—"

She blazed out at him, *“Uncle
Fred, if you say anything more like
that—it's utterly idiotic. But you
won't face facts. Your generation
never does. I'm not in the least
thankful. I'm simply furious.”

There was an hysterical note in
her voice, but he was unconscious
of the tension. She was not taking
it in the least as he wished she
might. She should have wept on his
shoulder. Melted to tears he might
have soothed her. But there were
no tears in those blue eyes.

She trod on her flowers as she
left the car. Looking straight ahead
of her she ascended the steps. With-
in everything was in readiness for
the wedding festivities. The stair-
way was terraced with hydrangeas,
pink and white and blue. In the
drawing-room were rose garlands
with floating ribbons. And there
was a vista of the dining-room—with
the caterer's men already at their
posts.

Except for these men, a maid or
two—and a detective to keep his eye
on things, the house was empty. Ev-
erybody had gone to the wedding,
and presently everybody would
come back. The house would be
stripped, the flowers would fade,
the caterers would carry away the
wasted food.

Edith stopped at the foot of the
stairs. ‘“How did they announce it
at the church?"

“That it had been postponed. It
was the only thing to do at the mo-
ment, Of course there will be news-
paper men. We'll have to make up
a story—""

“We’ll do nothing of the kind. Tell
them the truth, Uncle Fred. That
I'm not—wanted. That I was kept
—waiting at the church. Like the
heroine in a movie."

She stood on the steps above him,
looking down. She was as white as
her dress.

“I don't want to see anybody. I

don’t mind losing Del. He doesn't
count. He isn’'t worth it. But can
you imagine that any man—any

man, Uncle Fred, could have kept
me—waiting?"’

The thing that Frederick Towne
got out of his niece’s flight was
this. ‘‘She wouldn’t let anybody
sympathize with her. Simply locked
the door of her room, and in the
morning she was gone. It has add-
ed immeasurably to the gossip.”

His listeners had, however,
weighed him in the balance of un-
derstanding and sympathy, and had
found him wanting. The youth in
them sided with Edith. But none of
this showed in their manner. They
were polite and hospitable to the
last. Frederick, ushered out into
the storm by Baldy, still saw Jane
like a bird, warm in her nest.

By morning the violence of the
storm had spent itself. But it was
still bitterly cold. The snow was
blue beneath the leaden sky. The
chickens, denied their accustomed
promenade, ate and drank and went
to sleep again in the strange dusk,
Merrymaid and the kitten having
poked their noses into the frigid
atmosphere withdrew to the snug
haven of a basket beneath the kitch-
en stove. Sophy sent word that her
rheumatism was worse, and that
she could not come over. Jane, sur-
veying the accumulated piles ot
dishes, felt a sense of unusual de-
pression. While Frederick Towne
had talked last night she had caught
a glimpse of his world—the great
house—six servants—gay girls in the
glamour of good clothes, young men
who matched the girls, money to
meet every emergency—a world in
which nobody had to wash dishes—
or make soup out of Sunday's roast.

She was cheered a bit, however,
by the announcement that her broth-
er had decided to stay home from
the office.

“I'll have a try at that magazine
cover—""

“Wouldn't it be
the

Her spirits rose.
utterly perfect if you got
prize—17"

“Not much chance. The thing I
need is a good model—""

“And I won't do?"" with some wist-
fulness.

They had talked of it before. Baldy
refused to see possibilities in Jane.
*‘Since you bobbed your hair, you're
too modern—"" She was, rather, me-
dieval, with her straight-cut frocks
and her straight-cut locks. But she
was a figure so familiar that she
failed to appeal to his imagination.

“Editors like 'em modern, don't
they?"

But his thoughts had winged them-
selves to that other woman whom
his fancy painted in a thousand
poses.

“If Edith Towne were here—I'd
put her on a marble bench beside
a sapphire sea.”

“I'll bet you couldn't get an edi-
tor in the world to look at it. Sap-
phire seas and classic ladies are a
million years behind the times—"

‘““They are never behind the
times—""

Jane shrugged, and changed the
subject. “Darling—if you'll put your
mind to mundane things for a mo-
ment. Tomorrow is Thanksgiving
Day, the Follettes are to dine with
us, and we haven't any turkey."”

““Why haven't we?"

“You were to get it when you
went to town, and.now you're not
going—""

“I am not—not for all the turkeys
in the world. We can have roast
chickens. That's simple enough,
Janey."

“It may seem simple to you. But
who's going to cut off their heads?"

“Sophy,” said Baldy. Having
killed Germans in France he refused
further slaughter.

*Sophy has the rheumatism—""

“Oh, well, we can feast our
souls—"" Young Baldwin's mood was
one of exaltation.

Jane leaned back in her chair and
looked at him. *‘Your perfectly po-
etic solution may satisfy you, but
it won't feed the Follettes.”

With some irritation, therefore, he
promised, if all else failed, to him-
self decapitate the fowls. ‘‘But your
mind, Jane, never soars above
food—""

Jane, with her chin in her hands,
considered this. ‘A woman,' she
said, “who keeps house for a poet—
must anchor herself to—something.
Perhaps I'm like a captive balloon
—if you cut the cable, I'll shoot
straight up to the skies—""

She liked that thought of herself,
and smiled over it, after Baldy had
left her. She wondered if the cable
would ever be cut. If the captive
balloon would ever soar.

So she went about her simple
tasks, putting the bone on to boil
for soup, preparing the vegetables
for it—wondering what she would
have for dessert—with all his scorn
of domestic detalls, Baldy was apt
to be fastidious about his sweets—
and coming finally to her sweeping
and dusting in the front part of the
house.

The telephone rang and she an-
swered it. Evans was at the other
end of the wire.

“Mother wants to speak to you."

Mrs. Follette asked if she might
change her plans for Thanksgiving.
“Will you and your brother dine
with us, instead of our coming to
you? Our New York cousins find
that they have the day free, unex-
pectedly. They had been asked to a
house party in Virginia, but their
hostess has had to postpone it on
account of illness.”

“Is it going to be very grand? I
haven’t a thing to wear."”

‘““Don't be foolish, Jane.
ways look like a lady.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Follette.” Jane
hoped that she didn't look as some
ladies look. But there were, of
course, others. It was well for her
at the moment, that Mrs. Follette
could not see her eyes.

“And I thought,"” went on the un-
conscious mutron, ‘‘that if you were
not too busy, you might go with Ev-
ans to the grove and get some
greens. I'd like the house to look
attractive. Is the snow too deep?”

“Not a bit. When will he come?”

*You'd better arrange with him.
Here he is.”

Evans’ voice was the only un-
changed thing about him. The sound
of it at long distance always brought
the old days back to Jane.

“After lunch?” he asked.

“Give me time to dress.”

“Three?"

“Yes."

When luncheon was over, Jane
went upstairs to get into out-of-door
clothes. At the foot of the stairs

You al-

she had a glimpse of herself in the
hall mirror. She wore a one-piece
lilac cotton frock—with a small
square apron, and an infinitesimal
bib. It was a nice-looking little
frock, but she had had it for a mil-
lion years. That was the way with
all her clothes. The suit she was
going to put on had been dyed. It
had been whité in its first incarna-
tion. It was now brown. There was
no telling its chromatic future.

She heard steps on the porceh,
and turned to open the door for Ev-
ans.

But it was not Evans. Briggs,
Federick Towne’s chauffeur, stood
there with a box in his arms. ‘‘Mr.
Towne's compliments,”” he said,
“and shall I set it in the hall?"

“Oh, yes, thank you.” Her sur-
prise brought the quick color to her
cheeks. She watched him go back
down the terrace, and enter the car,
then she opened the box.

Beneath clouds of white tissue pa-
per she came upon a long, low bas-
ket, heaped with grapes and tan-
gerines, peaches and pomegranates.
Tucked in between the fruits were
shelled nuts in fluted paper cases,
gleaming sweets in small glass jars,
candied pineapples and cherries,
bunches of fat raisins, stuffed dates
and prunes.

Jane talked to the empty air.
**How dear of him-—""

The white tissue paper fell in
drifts about her as she lifted the
basket from the box. -

There was a little note tied to the
handle.

*““Dear Miss Barnes:

“I can’t tell you how much I en-
joyed your hospitality last night—
and you were good to listen to me
with so much sympathy. I am hop-
ing that you'll let me come again
and talk about Edith. May I? And
here’s a bit of color for your Thanks-
giving feast.

“Gratefully always,
‘“Frederick Towne."”

Jane stood staring down at the
friendly words. It didn't seem with-
in reason that Frederick Towne
meant that he wanted to come—to
see her. And she really hadn't
listened with sympathy. But—oh, of
course, he could come. And it was
heavenly to have a thing like this
happen on a day like this.

As she straightened up with the
basket in her hands, she saw her-
self again in the long mirror—a
slender figure in green—bobbed
black hair—golden and purple fruits.
She gasped and gazed again. There
was Baldy's picture ready to his
hand—November! Against a back-
ground of gray—that glowing fig-
ure—Baldy could idealize her—make
the wind blow her skirts a bit—
give her a fluttering ribbon or two,
a glorified loveliness. '

She sought him in his studio. “I've
got something to show you, darling-
dear."

He was moody.
me, Jane.”

She rumpled up his hair, which he
hated. ‘Mr. Towne sent us some
fruit, Baldy, and this."”” She held out
the note to him.

He read it. ‘‘He doesn’t say a
word about me."

*No, he doesn’t,”” her eyes were
dancing; ‘‘Baldy, it's your little sis-
ter, Jane."

“You didn't do a thing but sit
there and knit—"'

“Perhaps he liked to see me—
knitting—""

Baldy passed this over in puz-
zled silence.

““Where's the fruit?"

“Don't interrupt

“In the house."

He rose. “I'll go in with you—"'
He felt out of sorts, discouraged.
The morning had been spent in
sketching vague outlinee—a sweep
of fair hair under a blue hat-—de-
tached feet in shoes with shining
buckles—a bag that hung in the air
without hands. At intervals he had
stood up and looked out at the
blank snow and the dull sky. The
room was warm enough, but he
shivered, He suffered vicariously
for Edith Towne. He had hoped that
she might telephone. He had stayed
home really for that.

“1 have spent three hours doing
nothing,” he said, as he shut the
door behind him; *not much en-
couragement in that."

“] have a model for you."

“Where?"

“I'll show you.”

He followed her in, full of curi-
osity.

She showed him the fruit, then
picked up the basket. *Look in the
mirror, not at me,’”" she command-
ed.

Reflected there in the clear glass,
so still that she seemed fixed in
paint, Baldy really gave for the
first time an artist's eye to the
possibilities of his little sister. In
the midst of all that crashing col-
or—I

“Gosh,” he cried, “you're good-
looking!"*

His air of utter astonishment was
too much for Jane. She set the
basket on the steps, and laughed un-
til she cried.

“l don’t see anything funny,”” he
told her.

“Well, you wouldn't, darling.”

She wiped her eyes with her little
handkerchief, and sat up, “I am
just dropping a tear for the ugly
duckling."

“‘Have I made you feel like that?"

“Sometimes."”

Their lighted-up eyes met, and
suddenly he leaned down and
touched her cheek—a swift caress.
“You're a little bit of all right, Jan-
ey,” which was great praise from
Baldy.

CHAPTER IV

Mrs. Follette had been born in
Maryland with a tradition of aris-
tocratic blood. It was this tradi-
tion which had upheld her through
years of poverty after the Civil war.
A close scanning of the family tree
might have disclosed ancestors who
had worked with their hands. But
these, Mrs. Follette's family had
chosen to ignore in favor of one
grandfather who had held Colonial
office, and who had since been mag-
nified into a personage.

Mr. Follette, during his lifetime,
had walked a mile each morning to
take the train at Sherwood Park,
and had walked back a mile each
night, until at last he had tired of
two peripatetic miles a day, and
of eight hours at his desk, and of
eternally putting on his dinner coat
when there was no one to see, and
like old Baldwin Barnes, he had laid
him down with a will

At his death all income stopped,
and Mrs. Follette had found herself
on a somewhat lonely peak of ex-
clusiveness. She could not afford
to go with her richer neighbors, and
she refused to consider Sherwood
seriously. Now and then, however,
she accepted invitations from old
friends, and in return offered such
simple hospitality as she could af-
ford without self-consciousness.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Archeologists Trace Man by Rings on Trees

The story of a thousand years of
pre-history in the high watershed of
the San Juan river has been dated
by archeologists of the Carnegie in-
stitution of Washington by means of
patient examination of annual tree
rings preserved in the wood of an-
cient and long demolished dwellings,
writes Thomas R. Henry in the
Washington Star.

This region was the cradle of the
great Pueblo culture, one of the
greatest achieved in the New world,
remnants of which persist in the
Southwest today. By means of the
tree-ring calendar the archeologists
have been able to establish the
following tentative dates, according
to a report presented to trustees of
the institution:

First occupancy—Just prior to 300
A. D

First pottery making—About 475
A D

Invasion and conquest by an alien
people—About 800 A, D.

The Golden age of Pueblo cul-
ture—From 1050 to 1275 A. D.

Abandonment of the region—About
1300.

The first settlers, the Carnegie
archeologists found, were short peo-
ple with long skulls, who camped in
the open, but occasionally construct-
ed flimsy, single-room huts of sticks
and mud. Their only eclothing con-
sisted of loin cloths, sandals and
shoulder wraps of fur-wrapped cord.
They apparently were typical sav-
ages, delighting in color. Their bod-

ies were richly adorned with beads
and shell pendants. They had not
yet learned the use of the bow and
arrow. Instead they hurled darts
with a more primitive instrument,
the spear thrower.

These were the Basket Makers.
They were, for the most part, hunt-
ers, and skillfully fashioned spear
points from the hard guartz. Around
their camps they cultivated some
corn and pumpkins, Slowly they
evolved toward a sort of civiliza-
tion, presumably brought about by
their increasing dependence on ag-

riculture. Beans were added to their
basic crops. The villages tended to
become more permanent. The brush

hut gave way
dwelling made of posts heavily coat-
ed with mud.
of the bow and how to make pots
out of clay.

Happiness
The happiness of today is as im-
portant as the happiness of tomor-
row. You cannot postpone your en-
joyments and lump them in one
mass to take them after you have
gained a certain position or won a
fortune. You must take them, if
you take them at all, as you go
along. The capacity to enjoy is not
a constant element in human life.
There comes a time when desire
fails. A man may deliberately sac-
rifice his enjoyments and reap there-
by great moral advantage, but he

cannot postpone them.

for a single-room |

They learned the use | &

Fashionable Silks Stress
Plaids, Stripes and Checks

HAT are you doing about
plaids, stripes, dots and checks
in print silks for your spring and
summer frocks, for your redingote
or bolero costume suits and for the
many blouses you will need to com-
ﬁlete a smart wardrobe? If you have
ot already done so, you really
should take steps in this matter, for
one or the other of these types has
practically become a “must’ in the
up-to-the-minute clothes collection.

Your choice is in no way limited,
for every type from classic checks
and stripes to color-glorified plaids
are represented and it's ditto for
dots. Quaint checks in conventional
sizes and simple two-color treatment
which return to vogue with the
‘southern belle'’ fashions, inspired
by the movie version of '""Gone With
the Wind,"” are at their best in stiff
silks, such as taffeta or taffeta-ized
silk crepe. These checks are as
stylish for mother as they are for
daughter, and as chic for evening
as for day wear. Reminiscent of
Civil war days is the dress shown to
the right in the illustration. It is
of black and white checked silk taf-
feta with deep square decolletage
both front and back. Dainty white
lingerie embroidery (most every
costume carries a lingerie touch this
season) outlines the squarred neck-
line and trims the sprightly puff
sleeves,

Surah silk is big news. Paris
dressmakers are making a big to-do
about this silk, hailing its revival as
| one of the most significant fabric
| style trends this season. The new
| check surahs will delight you as

;' By CHERIE NICHOLAS

also will the dotted patternings.

There's no end to stripes. They
start pin-stripe size and continue to
run the gamut into wide, wider, wid-
est versions. To be had, are the
prim and quaint Victorian stripes
mostly just one color on white, or
if you are style alert you'll want
silks in the handsome wider direc-
toire stripes, or if you have gone
gypsy as is the way of fashion this
spring you will insist on stripes in
vivacious coloring for a full skirt
to wear with your new sheer white
blouse. With your navy or black
suit you'll be right in style if you
wear a hat of Spanish stripe silk
and carry a bag to match.

Simple stripes, one color on white,
are quite a featured theme in the
latest fashions. See the dress cen-
tered in the group. It is made of
black and white striped taffeta. It
has the old-fashioned look that is so
decidedly new-fashioned for spring
and summer 1939,

You will not be able to resist the
new plaid gilks such as fashions the
stunning daytime dress pictured to
the left in the foreground. Solid
blocks of color form the plaid in
this printed silk crepe dress. It's
the last word in chie, is this strik-
ing and youthful dress with its swing
skirt that measures yards and yards
about the hemline. The bodice is
draped and is detailed with a soft
knotted bow. The lingerie touch is
introduced by a band of white
mousseline de soie, edging the neck-
line and the sleeves,

These plaid silks are just the thing
for the blouse you will wear with
your navy or black or the new navy-
green suit that is causing such a
furore in Paris. Capes and jackets
lined with plaid silk are on the style
program, too, as are also the new
petticoats that are the style sensa-
tion of the moment.

® Western Newspaper Unlon.

Cloque Organdy

From now on through the spring
and summer season the world of
fashion is destined to see myriads

of ruffles and flounces. The latest
| trend is toward the new tiered sil-
| houette. You will see this treatment
not only in summery sheers but
likewise in light woolens and silk
surahs and crepes, for afternoon
wear. The model pictured interprets
| this new tier silhouette to a nicety
| in a party frock made of lovely col-

you have not already done so be
sure to acquaint yourself with this
exquisite summer fabric. It makes
the most adorable dresses one can
lmagine.

orfully printed cloque organdy. If

Late Styles Turn
To Tailored Suits

In the suit brigade for spring are
large groups of very strictly tailored
suits which have slightly longer than
hip-length jackets and skirts that
usually are gored or plaited. Jack
ets bound around with braid are
frequently shown with such suits.

They come in smooth twills or
hard woolens, and are rather mas
culine-looking, but go with blouses
which are so sweet, feminine, and
dainty that they become girlish ir
effect.

Shirtwaist Frock
Latest for Evening

The shirtwaist-and-skirt theme for
evening has quite a following. Some
gay spirits have concocted informa)
dinner gowns by adding a bishop
sleeved shirtwaist blouse of white

CLASSIFIED
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BEES WANTED

WANTED—To buy bees and bee .ﬁup-
ment for cash. Small or large lots. Must
be reasonable. Give full particulars.
ROY WELDON, MOOREHEAD, I0WA.

RANCH

600 Ac. Stock Ranch—150 ae, cultivatable,
enced. lenty water, grass, e
a‘uip.. 2 cows, span mules, Bldgs., home.

Qther interests. $8,000, $5,000 handles.

. M, NORRIS, DAYTON, WASH,

Btock Ranch—712 ac., 65 cult. "m%
Abundant water, timber, grass. Good

rm. use, C team, 2 milk eo'ﬂ.
Cl utau.mia.ﬁu‘lt.n terms, F. "
NORRIS, DAYTON, WASH,

580 Ae, Wheat-Stock Ranch: 350 in
B0 pasture, 150 fallow, Large rese .
Home, bldgs, All mv-nlmcnﬂébn ship-

“ Other Interests, ., terms,
. M. NORRIS, DAYTON,

ASH.
FARMS FOR SALE

i Diversified Farm—113 ae,, 100 cult, Fenced,

peE e g B R N
DATTON. g - :

FARMS FOR SALE

820 ACRES, RICH VIRGIN sub-irrig

sure-crop land, near Central City. 1

acres put under cultivation in

acres more can be profitably cultivated.

Balance cholce native hay and pasture,

cuts 2 tons per acre; 100 acres c

75 cows, ce set of improvements ‘:%
New land of this quality

well fenced,
very scarce and seldom offered for sale.
Price for quick sale only $60.00 per acre:
worth a hundred. ‘'Seeing is Believing.'
Immediate possession,

M. A, LARSON, AGENCY
CENTRAL CITY - - NEBR

OPPORTUNITY

Liquidation of the "'z?" Holdings and

fu e g g £ ”f"-t'fu'ul:nn.
seling. ou have real e

emmunignlo \‘l;l'lh Nebraska Really Aue-

tion Co., Central City, Nebr,

ASEKA

Labor’s Part
Genius begins great works; la-
bor alone finishes them.—Joubert.

Grow Full Rows

instead of stragglers!
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-fﬁ‘;d-_ﬁo
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PLANT FERRY’S
DATED SEEDS

Be sure about your garden seeds! It's
easy to buy seeds in their prime—ca-
pable of producing first-class yields.
Ferry's Seeds must pass rigid tests for
germination and vitality each year, Only
seeds in their prime are packaged, and
each packet is paTED,

Grow a better garden this year by
planting Ferry’s Dated Seeds, Select
them from the convenient Ferry's Seeds
display at your dealer's. Exciting novel-
ties to make your garden different, and
popular flower and vegetable favorites.
Look for this date mark on each packet:
“Packep ror Season 1939

FERRY-MORSE SEEDCO.,
Sced Growers, De~
troit and San Fran-
elsco, Use Forry's
Garden Spray—eco-
nomleal, non-pel-
sonou

ERRYEEDS

Multiply Faults
Not to correct one’s fault is to
make new ones.—Confucius.

NERVOUS?

Do you feel so nervous you want to scream?
Are you cross and irritable? Do you seold
those dearest to you?

If your nerves are on edge and you feel

u need a good general system tonie,

ydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compo
made especially for women.

For over 60 years one woman has told an-
other how to go “smiling thru" with reliable
Pinkham's Compound. It helps nature build
up more ];hyiul resistance and thus belpe

vering ne

?lm qui o rvunndla-ﬁ:hdhwm!n::
rom annoyin ms w often
company uni.'i'd'.:"e&';m rders,

diso
y not give it a chanee to help YOU?
Over one million women have written in
reporting wonderful benefits from Pinkham's
Compound.

Greater Flatterer
Self-love is the greatest of flat-
terers.—Rochefoucauld.

silk or dotted chiffon to the long
dark skirts of their evening tailleurs |
Sometime they link the two with a
gay cummerbund.

Others dress for informal home
dinners in a long dark skirt and a
sheer short-sleeved white organdy
blouse.

Detachable Skirt
Does Double Duty

Buy your new print frock or make
it yourself as you will, but if you
want it to do double duty see to it
that you add a detachable skirt of
dark silk crepe that has a wide
crush corselet girdle that buttons
about the waist, the skirt open up
front to show off the print to better
advantage.

To Lend a Lacy Look
The importance of silk lace, not
only as a trimming but for entire

dresses, is an interesting new note
| struck by outstanding designers.

Can’t Eat, Can’t
Sleep, Awful Gas

PRESSES HEART

%“(as on my stomach was so bad I eould
not eat or llm. It even rund on
heart. A fri suggested Adlerika.
first dose brought me relief. Now I eat aa
wish, sleep fine, and never o
Mrs, Jas, Filler, Adlerika actsa on BOTH
upper and lower bowels, Adlerika gives your
intestinal system a cleansing,
out waste matter that may have caused
BLOATING.MMII: o oo .
nervousness,

s, A oieh e alBolens

S SR T
'ﬁww’ docf.mm and ta for 35 years
Sold at all drug stores
WNU—-U 1739
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