
Colorful Alphabet 
In Easy Stitchery 

TT’S easy to initial or monogram 
* accessories with this colorful 
alphabet in simplest stitchery. 
The initials are equally lovely on 

household or personal articles. 
Pattern 2245 contains a transfer 
pattern of two V/s and one IV* 
inch alphabet; illustration of 
stitches; materials required. 

Send order to: 
"" — 

Sewing Circle Needlecraft Dept. 
it Eighth Ave. New York 

Enclose 15 cents in coins for Pat- 
tern No. 
Name ... 
Address 
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Jlsk Me Another 
£ A General Quiz 

The Questions 

1. What are the catacombs of 
Paris? 

2. Is it true that each star in 
our flag stands for an individual 
state? 

3. Why is the Arctic ocean so 
named? 

4. Where is the largest jail in 
the world? 

5. How did the word colony orig- 
inate? 

_____________ 

The Answers 
— 

1. Vast excavations extending 
under the city, formerly subter- 
ranean quarries which furnished 
building material for the city. 

2. No, the stars collectively 
represent the 48 states of the 
Union. 

3. “Arctic” is from the Greek 
arctos, a bear, the reference be- 
ing to the northern constellation of 
the Great Bear. 

4. The largest jail is in Ward 
road, Shanghai, with accommoda- 
tions for more than 7,000 prison- 
ers. 

5. The Romans made settle- 
ments of men to cultivate the 
soil, these being known as colonia; 
hence the origin of the word col- 
ony. 

Read This Important Message! 
Do you dread those “trying years” (38 to 
62)? Are you getting moody, crsnky and 
NERVOUS? Do you fear hot flashes, weak- 
ening dizzy spells? Are you jealous of atten- 
tions other women get? THEN LISTEN— 

These symptoms often result from female 
functional disorders. So start today and take 
famous Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com- 
pound. For over 60 years Pinkham’s Com- 
pound has helped hundreds of thousands of 
grateful women to go “smiling thru” difficult 
days. Pinkham’s has helped calm unstrung 
nerves and lessen annoying female func- 
tional "irregularities.” One of the moil effn- 
tin “woman’s” tonics. Try ill 

A Gentleman 
Somebody has said that a king 

may make a nobleman, but he 
cannot make a gentleman.—Ed- 
mund Burke. 

FEEL GOOD 
Here is Amazing Relief of 

Conditions Due to Sluggish Bowels 
If you think all laxatives 
act alike, just try this 
•II vsgstabls laxative. 

mild, thorough, refreshing, invigorating. De- 
pendable relief from sick headaches, bilious spells, 
tired feeling when associated with constipation. 
|a/-s« • get a 25c box of NR from your 
VvlIllOUX IflSlt druggist. Make the test—then 
if not delighted, return the box to us. We will 
refund the purchase 

Ge^NR Tablets today* 

SPECIAL 
BARGAINS 
TATHEN you see the specials of 
* * our merchants announced 

in the columns of this paper 
you can depend on them. They 
mean bargains for you. 
• They are offered by merchants 
who are not afraid to announce 
their prices or the quality 
of the merchandise they offer. 

THE GIFT 
0 KUPftT HUGHES-—WNU SERVICE By RUPERT HUGHES 

SYNOPSIS 

On board the Nord-Express. with Os- 
tend as his immediate destination. Dr. 
David Jebb is bound for America. With 
him is flve-year-old Cynthia Thatcher, 
ids temporary ward. On the train they 
meet Bill Gaines, former classmate oi 
David’s. David tells Gaines of his out- 
standing weakness—an overwhelming de- 
sire to drink He feels the urge coming 
to him again, and wants to safeguard 
the child, who is returning to America 
with him. During a stop. Gaines leaves 
the train to buy Cynthia a present. The 
train leaves without him. Then Jebb is 
painfully injured in a minor accident. A 
fellow passenger revives him with a 
drink, which makes his desire for liquor 
all the stronger. At the next stop David 
and Cynthia leave the train. David be- 
gins drinking. The next thing he is 
conscious of is a strange sort of chant- 
ing. He looks around, dazed and sick. 
A door opens and in walks a strange 
Negro, closely followed by a woman, 
heavily veiled and dressed In flowing 
robes. She tells him that- he is in 
Uskub, that her name Is Miruma, and 
that she Is the "gift wife" of the Pasha, 
who has another wife, and who is hus- 
band in name only to Miruma. She 
knows nothing of the missing child. 
Learning that David is a surgeon, Miru- 
nria tells him of a powerful man In Us- 
kub. Akef Bey. whose son is slowly 
dying. Jebb calls to examine the youth. 

CHAPTER IV—Continued 
—7— ■ 

The Bey led them up a broad 
stairway to a large hall with a cush- 
ioned divan along three sides, with 
low, carved tables, mirrors, and 
Turkish hangings. 

On a low platform covered with 
bedding, a boy of fifteen lay writh- 
ing. Jebb saw nothing, looked at 
nothing, but his patient. He took 
out the hypodermic syringe and 
said: 

“Could I have some hot water?” 
Jebb knelt at the bedside and ex- 

amined the glowing body. He noted 
the right leg drawn up close. The 
Bey told, and Hellwald translated, 
the history of the case. 

Jebb glanced toward Hellwald 
with one word: 

“Appendicitis.” 
By this time someone was kneel- 

ing at his side with a ewer of steam- 
ing water and a basin. He filled the 
chamber of the hypodermic needle 
and paused for the tablet to dis- 
solve. Then he looked about for 
the first time. 

In the background hovered a 

young man in a shabby European 
costume. Jebb decided he was a 

Scotchman. 
When the opiate was dissolved, 

Jebb made ready for the injection. 
The terrified boy fought him away 
but Jebb overcame the boy’s feeble 
resistance and thrust the needle in 
the shivering flesh. Gani Bey 
screamed as if he had a death- 
wound, and the women echoed him 
piercingly. Even the father closed 
his eyes and toppled against the 
wall. 

Jebb alone was calm. He was al- 
most smiling at his success in in- 
serting the opiate so near the center 
of pain. He took under his thumb 
the boy’s wrist and mechanically 
felt for his watch. It was not there. 
He turned to Hellwald: 

"Bitte, wie viel Uhr ist’s?” 
Before Hellwald could answer, 

Jebb heard someone say: 
"Fourrrteen minutes to eleven, 

doctorr.” 
And a watch was placed in his 

palm, by a hand that lingered to 
clasp his, as the donor spoke: 

“I am glad to see a real doctorr 
here, doctorr. You are an Amayri- 
can, I presume. My name is Mur* 
ison, Donald Murison. I am a Pres- 
byterian missionary, not a physi- 
cian. I have done my best, but it 
is not much.” 

“Had you thought an operation 
was—indicated?” 

“Ye-es, I supposed so, but I 
couldn’t trust myself to make one. 

And there is no decent surrgeon 
nearer than Salonica. I have a set 
of instruments, but—” 

“Thanks, I may need them,” said 
Jebb. 

Under the spell of the drug the 
boy permitted Jebb to make a care- 
ful examination and confirm the the- 
ory suggested by the other symp- 
toms. He turned to Murison: 

"Tell them the relief is only tem- 

porary. The boy is very sick, and 
the pain will come back on him with 
renewed violence. The cyst will 
burst and flood his body with poison 
and he will die, unless—unless the 
danger is removed at once and for 
all time.” 

"By an—an operation?" 
"That is the one hope. It would 

be murder to neglect it. I should 
be a criminal unless I urged it.” 

With much circumlocution Muri- 
son broached the subject to the par- 
ents and they were affrighted at the 
thought. Jebb explained it to Hell- 
wald and he joined forces with Mur- 
ison. Akef Bey was converted at 
last, and gave his consent. Akef 
Bey put all the servants of his 
household at Jebb’s command and 
Hellwald forgot the affairs of Aus- 
tria to act as interpreter, while Mur- 
ison hastened to fetch the instru- 
ments. 

Hellwald could not forget the lost 
child whose nam^ he could not pro- 
nounce, and he brought up the sub- 
ject of the fee that Jebb should de- 
mand. 

The upshot of it was that Hell- 
wald settled upon one hundred 
pounds Turkish as the fee for the 
operation, whether successful or 

not. He accepted Akef Bey's word 
of honor as equivalent to a deposit 
in gold. 

By this time he was ready with 
the ether and, smiling courage into 
the brave eyes of the little stoic, he 
hid them under the hood and 
watched the deep breathing of the 
obedient youth till the drugged soul 
had ceased to murmur. 

Then he lifted the body, limp with 
mimic death, and carried it across 
the hall to the room prepared for 
the operation. Hellwald sat outside 
on the divan trying to divert Akef 
Bey with conversation. As Muri- 
son went in with Jebb he looked 
back with doleful eyes at the shiver- 
ing father. Then he let the curtain 
at the door fall. 

It seemed many hours, but it was 

hardly the half of one when Murison 
lifted the curtain again for Jebb, 
who reappeared carrying in his arm 

the burden still peacefully unaware 
of its new wounds and bandages. 

The surgeon’s face wore a look of 
quiet triumph and Murison as he 
lifted the curtain at the door of the 
boy’s room turned back to murmur: 

’’Ajayib!” which is to say, "Won- 
derful!” 

The father, the mother, and the 
sister crowded at once to the room 
to find their idol still alive, breath- 
ing raucously, and beginning to mut- 
ter sleepy nonsense as he came back 
to the world. 

All the afternoon Jebb ministered 
to the boy and eased his pain as 

much as he dared. That night he 

“You have finded the evil, I 
Jebb Effendim?” 

had a couch spread for himself on 

the floor alongside, but sleep did not 
visit him, nor anyone else under 
that roof. For nature, the seam- 

stress, was stitching the wounds 
with needles of pain. But by the 
hour when the few swallows of the 
early spring woke, peace fell on the 
racked body and the frightened 
spirit of the boy. And all the house- 
hold was blessed with sleep. 

CHAPTER V 

When Jebb had carried the young 
Bey sufficiently past the shoals to 
intrust him to the care of his moth- 
er, he went back to the Hotel Turati 
to wait until it was safe for him to 
leave town. He was immediately 
besieged with patients of every sort, 
from the poor Serb who begged him 
to prescribe for the cough of his 
sick bufTalo, to the British consul 
who sent for him on his own ac- 
count. 

Meanwhile Hellwald had received 
a telegram from the Austrian Con- I 
sulate at Salonica saying that the | 
police had heard nothing of the lost 
child. 

And now Jebb began to wonder if 
he might not have lost the child in 
some other city. Salonica was a 

long journey from his last definite 
memory of Cologne, and there were 

various ways of arriving there. 

On the third day of Gani Bey’? 
convalescence—a servant brought t< 

his room a request that he grant an 

audience to Fehmi Pasha, Minima-!- 
husband. 

The name set Jebb’s nerves atin 

gle, and he stammered as he told 
the servant to bring the Pasha up. 

He determined to make a brave 
front and, taking a hasty glance 
at his Turkish grammar, found the 

phrase for “Come in, sir, and sit 
down.” 

This delighted the Pasha and he 
launched forth into a stream of Turk- 
ish. The flood carried away all of 
Jebb’s little phrases and he could 
not even remember how to say that 
he did not speak Turkish. 

The Pasha showed his disappoint- 
ment at the check, thought a while, 
then ventured in bad French: 

“Dje parle francais oon peu. Est- 
ce que moosoo le parle?” 

And Jebb answered in worse: 

"Ung poo.” 
Proceeding then with much cau* 

tion yet with far more mangling of 
French grammar than Jebb real- 
ized, the Pasha explained that he 
had heard of Jebb's great success. 
His friend, Akef Bey, had told him 
what marvels the jerrah Jebb Ef- 
fendi had wrought upon his son; and 
Gani Bey’s mother had visited the 
Pasha's wife in her sick room to 
advise her to call him in at once; for 
the Pasha’s wife was very ill—if 
Jebb Effendi would pardon a gentle- 
man for mentioning his wife to an- 

other gentleman! She was wasting 
away and no one seemed to know 
just what or where or whence her 
ailment was. Perhaps—undoubted- 
ly—Jebb Effendi would know at a 

glance. 
Jebb was so relieved at the na- 

ture of the Pasha’s visit that he con- 

sented to go at once. 

Nahir Hanim was plainly suffer- 
ing a mortal illness, Jebb’s eyes told 
him that. 

He found her temperature high, 
and her breathing fast and weak, 
her general condition alarming. It 
was important that he should know 
everything and have his wits about 
him. The struggle to torture his 
own thoughts into French; then to 
translate back into English what 
the sick woman whispered was too 
baffling and irritating to be endured. 

He gave up and went back to the 
hall where the Pasha waited anx- 

iously. His French was almost too 
lame to express its own lameness, 
but he managed to make clear his 
need of an interpreter. The Pasha 
exclaimed: 

“If only my other wife were here. 
She understands English.” 

“Your other wife!” Jebb echoed. 
“Yes,” said the Pasha, apologeti- 

cally, “it is my misfortune to have 
two wives, Moosoo Jebb. I will send 
for the other at once. Perhaps she 
can repay me now in part for the 
enormous expense she has put me 

to.” 
He clapped his hands. A servant 

appeared, whom he dispatched for 
his coachman. When this man ar- 

rived he was dispatched post haste 
to request Miruma Hanim to come 

at once. 
"The possession of two wives, 

moosoo,” said the Pasha, “was not 

my wish but my misfortune. Few 
Turks except the rich and dissolute 
have endeavored to keep more than 
one wife. The law permits us four, 
but the law does not furnish us with 
funds, and the prophet did not ad- 
vise it. And it were easier to keep 
four tigresses in a/ cage, Moosoo 
Jebb. than four wives in a house. 
For Turkish women are tyrannical, 
moosoo, and very exacting. 

“I was content with one wife. Na- 
hir Hanim is a good woman, she 
has borne me many children—why 
should I have desired another wife? 
I did not. But his Imperial Maj- 
esty. the Padishah, our benefactor 
and enlightened master—whom Al- 
lah preserve!—in those beautiful 

days when I enjoyed his favor, felt 

graciously inclined to present me 

with another. My own wife—she is 
a noble woman, moosoo, but jealous 
—she threatened to destroy herself 
if I made the other woman, this 

Miruma, my real wife. I went 

through the ceremony, but only the 

ceremony. Miruma Hanim is beau- 
tiful, I am told, but I have never 

seen her without her veil.” 
“If you should grant your second 

wife a release she would no longer 
be an—an expense to you.” 

“The release is itself a great ex- 

pense,” said the Pasha, thinking 
hard, "I could not dismiss her with- 
out providing for her future or re- 

paying the—the money I received 
from the Padishah as her dowry.” 

"Why not repay it?” 
"You surgeons speak easily of 

amputations.” 
Though he could not understand 

the elaborate Turkish of the Pasha's 

greeting to Miruma, Jebb could see 

the mingled constraint and curiosity 
of his manner. There was some- 

thing of the aged bridegroom in his 
cordiality as he seemed to try to 
peer through the yashmak of the 
woman who had been his Yes-and- 
No wife for years. There was some- 

thing of the faithful husband, too, in 
his formal courtesy, for Nahir Han- 
im was lying in the next room and 
weeping weakly, a sick woman In 
great dismay. 

The Pasha received Miruma’s 
homage with a poor attempt at lofty 
majesty. Then he remembered 
Jebb, and spoke of him in Turkish 
with an evident flourish In his 
praise. Miruma, thus licensed, 
turned her eyes full upon him and 
the Pasha made the presentation 
in his best French. 

Jebb bowed, Miruma lifted imagi- 
nary dust and placed it on her 
breast, her lips, and her brows. 

Then the Pasha raised the portiere 
to his wife’s room and Miruma went 
in, trembling with fear and bow- 
ing with all the deference required 
of a second wife before the Bash- 
Kadin. 

A little later Jebb was summoned. 
The Pasha spoke again to Miruma, 
evidently counseling her to talk free- 
ly to the American surgeon. Then 
he bowed himself out of the harem- 
lik, leaving the foreign wife and the 
foreign doctor with their helpless 

I victim. 
Tortured with her own impossible 

position, Miruma turned to Jebb 
with a halting: 

“What, please, am I to say or do, 
Jebb Effendim?” 

"If you will ask her my ques- 
tions, and tell me her answers— 

please—hanim effendim—madame. 
Ask her where her pain is greatest.” 

Miruma put the question in Turk- 
ish of evident circumlocution. For 
answer Nahir’s pale hand crept up 
and rested over her heart. 

"Ask her how long she has been 
ill." 

"She say she is seeck for very, 
very long times. She have great fe- 
ver in the night. In the morning she 
is better, but not well; in the morn- 

ing she can eat some little, but later 
nothing at all.” 

Jebb had noted that Nahlr was 

breathing very rapidly, or rather 
panting than breathing, for her res- 

piration was exaggerated and shal- 
low. He placed his hands at her 
sides, squeezed the chest walls. Na- 
hir gave a little cry of pain. 

And now with keener scrutiny he 
descried below her left breast a 

slight distension of the flesh, not in 
outline but faintly in perspective. 

His first gasp of delight at his dis- 
covery was quenched in a realiza- 
tion of its vital import, 

i "You have flnded the evil, Jebb 
Effendim?” said Miruma eagerly. 

"I think so. madame. but I must 
make sure. If I only had an as- 

piratory needle! I don’t suppose I 
could get one in Uskub.” He thought 
hard, then he said, “This hypoder- 
mic needle is large; it will have to 
do.” 

He darted from the room and ran 

downstairs, followed by the astound- 
ed Pasha. The old coffeemaker, as 

he expected, had a vessel of boiling 
water on the coals. Without further 
ado. Jebb dropped the hypodermic 
needle in and stirred the charcoal. 
When the instrument had boiled long 
enough to suit him, he fished it out 

and hurried upstairs again. 
When Jebb approached Nahir j 

Hanim again and poised the needle j 
over her heart, she thrust his hand 
aside with feeble haste and a little 
wail of fright. Even Miruma was 

afraid and interceded: 
"Please not to hurt the poor 

lady!" 
(TO liF. CONTINUED) 

Original Siamese Twins Lived Normal Lives 

The original Siamese twins, the 
famed Chang and Eng, let P T. 
Barnum spread his tales that they 
were to be cut apart and were to 

go separate ways. Such publicity 
brought droves to the box office, 
but Chang and Eng liked comfort— 
as best they could get it with their 
uncomfortable union. They knew 

something. 
They knew for one thing that they 

could not live were they cut apart. 
They had been examined by hun- 
dreds of physicians. They also knew 
that the day one of them died the 
other would not live long, no mat- 
ter how robust his half was. 

It was over 100 years ago that 

Chang and Eng were brought to this 

country to become so famed that 
henceforth their name, “The Sia- 
mese Twins,” was to be passed on to 

every other similar union of birth. 

Chang and Eng were 19 years old 
when Captain Coffin, of the Ameri- 
can sailing vessel Sachem, brought 
them to New York. They were not 
Siamese but three-fourths Chinese 
and one-quarter Malay—divided by 
two. He had sighted the boys at 
the amazing feat of swimming, 
bought them from their mother and 

taught them English on the trip to 

this country. They were intelligent 
boys who learned rapidly. The j 
pair was bound together by a liga- 
ture growing out of their breast 
bones. 

The Twins became a sensation, j 
drew big crowds and wages and ad- j 
justed themselves to living comfort- 
ably here. 

Chang and Eng took the name of 
Bunker when they became Ameri- 
can citizens. Then they settled 
down in North Carolina as slave 
owners, met the fair daughters, 
Sally and Addie Yates, of a farm 
family down the road and one day 
bought two wedding rings—and four 
hearts beat as one. 

However, Sally and Addie wanted 
privacy, or at least, separate homes, 
and the brothers took care of that 

by establishing two homes. They 
alternated, Eng spending three days 
with Sally and Chang, then spend- 
ing three with Addie. Of course, 
their social life always was compli- 
cated by the problem of the extra 
man. 

All in all, the Siamese twins had 
21 children. All of their offspring 
were normal and their descendants 
still live in North Carolina, Kansas 
and Oklahoma. 

WHO’S 
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By LEMUEL F. PARTON 
(Consolidated Features—WNU Service.I 

KTEW YORK.—‘Gentle Breeze” is 
a loose translation of the name 

of Paraguay’s new dictator. Jose Fe- 
lix Estigarribia. On September 13, 
_ , _ 1935, this de- 
Gentle Breeze la pnrtmpnt ob- 
New Iron Man served, “It is 

For Paraguay Possib,e 0,84 
a new iron 

man is checking in, in Paraguay, 
with the emergence of the shrewd, 
resolute General Estigarribia.” It 
appeared to be a wrong guess, until 
recently, when the general an- 
nounced his dictatorship, having as- 

sumed the presidency last August. 
Graying, handsome austere, just 

turning 50, he is the smallest of dic- 
tators—130 pounds, five feet, six 
inches tall. He was a Napoleon ad- 
dict in his youth, but is said to 
have abandoned such attitudes and 
interests in later years. Of remote 
basque ancestry, he is the descend- 
ant of a wealthy Paraguayan fam- 
ily, educated for the army at home 
and in Paris. He entered the Gran 
Chaco war as a lieutenant colonel, 
gained a generalcy in a year and 
emerged as a national hero. 

The U. S. A. has a stake in 
his new dictatorship. When he 
entered his brief turn as minis- 
ter to Washington, he lunched at 
the White House and was ex- 

tended generous credits for the 
‘‘re-building” of Paraguay. 

“Extrasensory perception" has 
been fading rapidly after its sudden 
burgeoning of two years ago, but 
here it is again, with Professor J. 

B. Rhine, its 
Expert Studies high prjest of 
Mental Powers Duke univer- 

Of Girl Marvel sity’. ™kin* 
a study of 

Faith Hope Charity Harding, the lit- 
tle Pennsylvania girl who has been 
calling the future the way a pool- 
player calls his shots. Now 4% years 
old, she has been making bull's-eye 
prophecies since she was 18 months 
old; so naturally they get Professor 
Rhine on the job. 

He has kept right on running 
his parapsychological laboratory 
at Duke, since his 2,500,000 tests 
of University students there con- 

vinced him of the reality of men- 

tal telepathy, and the possibili- 
ty of our peeping Into the fu- 
ture, *« well as into the minds 
of our neighbors. He said it 
would take 1,600 digits to ex- 

press the mathematical degree 
of improbability in his tests. 

Professor and Mrs. Rhine began 
exploring the spook world when they 
were getting the doctor’s degree at 
the University of Chicago. Among 
other such phenomena they exam- 

ined the feats of “Margery,” the 
Boston medium and reported that 
the “whole game was base and bra- 
zen trickery.” They repeatedly have 
assailed fake occultism. As to men- 
tal telepathy, they lay it on the line, 
but they’re still working on the 
prophecy business. They started the 
latter inquiry in April last year. 

For the last year, knowing ob- 
servers of European war and poli- 
tics have warned the world to keep 
a sharp eye on Col. Gen. Walther 

von Brauch- 
Army General jtsch com. 

Gets Credit for mander in 

Nazi-Russ Deal 'hief of the 
German 

army. His tracks usually lead in 
the direction of the next German 

lunge, and, controlling the army, he 
makes as well as executes decisions. 

General Von Brauchitsch is a 

member of an old east Prussian 
feudal family, a conservative by in- 
stinct, education and tradition, but 

politically malleable. A distin- 
guished officer in the World war, he 
hated the republic, but went along 
with it, alienating his stiff-necked 
Junker colleagues, and became head 
of its armed forces. From 1922 to 
1932. he delivered many scholarly 
denunciations of bolshevism, but, 
perhaps more than any other one 

man, put through the interchange of 
officers, technicians, fabricated 
goods, munitions and raw materials 
between Germany and Russia dur- 

ing this decade. 

Weighty opinion from the oth- 
er side is that General Von 
Brauchitseh, rather than Hitler, 
Goering or Rosenberg, schemed 
the Russo-German deal and 
forced it to a conclusion through 
his unquestioned hold on the 

army. 
To him is also attributed the plan, 

the decision, the timing and the 
start of the drive into Poland. In 
several instances there have been 
indications of hostility between the 
general and Goering, with the bet- 

ting on the former, if it ever comes 

to an open break. The general was 

born in Berlin in 1881 and has been 
in the army since his early youth. 
He is handsome, imposing and bril- 
liantly educated, within the limits of 
the old army caste, and has em- 

ployed power in a manner to make 
him an ace exhibit in Dr. Rausch- 
aing’s “revolution of nihilism.” 

Princess Frock Is 

Simple, Charming 
/"'HARMING and changeable are 
^ the words for this very sim- 
ple princess frock (1898-B). 
Charming, because it is so slim- 
waisted and flare-skirted, with 
wide shoulders gathered at the 
top. Changeable, because you can 
make the neckline two ways—ei- 
ther with the round tailored col- 
lar, or with the collarless square 
neckline. As a matter of fact, if 
you once get it on, and see what 

■ ■ 1..- 1 

nice things it does to your figure, 
you'll want it both ways, and 
make it up time and again, in 
street materials as well as in day- 
time cottons. It’s a very adapta- 
ble style, too, becoming to misses' 
and women’s sizes alike. 

For home wear, choose crisp 
cottons like gingham, percale or 

calico. For street or office wear, 
faille, flat crepe or gay silk print 
will be pretty, with collar and 
cuffs of pique, linen or sharkskin. 

Barbara Bell Pattern No. 1898-B 
is designed for sizes 14, 16, 18, 20; 
40 and 42. Corresponding bust 
measurements 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 
and 42. Size 16 (34) requires 4V4 
yards of 39-inch material without 
nap; % yard contrast. 

Send order to: 

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT. 
Room 1324 

211 W. Wacker Dr. Chicago 
Enclose 15 cents In coins (or 

Pattern No. Size. 
Name 
Address 

Earnings of a Million 
A million dollars invested in a 

recent issue of 91-day United 
States treasury bills, which had 
an average selling price of 99.996, 
would have made only $40 income 
in the three months, or $3.08 a 

week.—Collier’s. 

THROAT 
Got a cold? Every (wallow 
aeem to acratch your throat 
till it’a rough and raw? i 
Get a box of Luden’a. Let j 
Luden'a special ingredients ( 
with cooling menthol help 
bring you quick relief from 
itchy, touchy, “sandpaper 
throat!’’ 

LUDEN’S 5* 1 
Menthol Cough Drops ! 

Flower and Die 
Vain glory may flower but will 

never bear seed.—Spanish prov- 
erb. 

Jo Relieve 
Misery ^k HI 

(P^66i 
Bureau of Standards 

□BUSINESS organization 
which wants to get the 

most for the money sets up 
standards by which to judge 
what is offered to it, just as in 

Washington the government 
maintains a Bureau of Standards. 
• You can have your own Bureau 
of Standards, too. Just consult 
the advertising columns of your 
newspaper. They safeguard 
your purchasing power every 
day of every year. 


