
Warning! WATCH OUT FOR SNIFFIY 

Head Colds 
Head colds can cause much suffering. 
Don’t suffer needlessly. Just put a lit- 
tle Va-tro-nol up each nostril. Relieve* 
sneezy, stuffy dis- 
tress. Also helps 
prevent many 
colds from devel- 
oping if used in 
time I Try it. Fol- 
low directions in 
folder. Works fine I 

VICKS VA-TRO-NOL 
TOO CAN'T BUY 

more in aspirin than the assurance of 
quality and purity guaranteed when you 
buy St. Joseph Aspirin, world's largest 
seller at 101. Demand St. Joseph Aspirin. 

SNAPPY FACTS 
ABOUT 

RUBBER 
_i 

Rubber does not enter into 
the making of tents, yet the 
demand for military tents has 
reduced the manufacture of 
passenger car tires. Tire cord 
and yarn for tent duck are 

made with the same machin- 
ery. 

Assuming that the trees are In rea- 

sonably good condition when the 
Far East rubber plantations are re- 

occupied, experts anticipate that 
within two years some 1,600,000 
tons of natural rubber will be made 
available, enough to fill one year's 
estimated needs. That is why B. F. 
Goodrich officials believe civilians 
will still have to depend upon syn- 
thetic rubber tonnage in addition to 
that required for natural security. 
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Here’s How to 
Insure Your 

Baking Success 
j 

. ... says Mother Maca 
1 _ 4 

With Amazing 

MACA YEAST 
The Fast, Dry Yeast You 

USE JUST LIKE 
COMPRESSED 

YEAST! 
• Think of it! This one marvelous yeast 
offers you the advantages of compressed 
yeast and granular yeast COMBINED! 

ACTS EXTRA FASTI No special tricks 
when vou bake with fast-acting, depend- 
able Maca Yeast. Just follow your regular 
methods. Maca rises so quickly, you’re fin- 
ished baking in double-quick time. 

And your results will thrill you! Maca 
gives bread and rolls a wonderfully smooth 
texture, a rich golden color, and a real 
old fashioned flavor—a delicious, nut-sweet 

F flavor like grandma’s bread used to have. 

Stays Fresh for Weeks 
Without Refrigeration 

Maca is such a convenience! You can al- 
ways keep a handy supply on your pantry 
shelf, save yourself extra trips to the store. 

For your complete protection, we date 
every package. 

So insure your baking success with 
Maca, the original fast, granular yeast that 
you use just like compressed Yeast. 

All Yeast! No Water, 
No Filler! 

Remember—Maca, too, is serving the 
armed forces. If your grocer doesn’t al- 

ways have it, ask for Yeast Foam (Magic 
Yeast), the tried-and-true product that 
also gives a fine old-time flavor. 

NORTHWESTERN YEAST COMPANY 
1750 N. Ashland Avo. • Chicago 22, 111. 
coryrirht it»i, northwestern *i*jt co. 
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^CLARK MCMEEKIN W.N.U. S CR.VICE 

THE STORY THUS FAR: Lark Shan- 

non is heartbroken when she learns that 

her horse, Mador, is to be sold. Her 

father. Rector Shannon, had died recent- 

ly, leaving the place in debt. Bethel 
North, near neighbor to the Shannons, 
held a note against Rector Shannon, and 

the sale of the horse, she said, would 

clear the note. David North, Bethel's 
son, and Lark's childhood sweetheart, ar-. 
rives In England from America, and asks 

Lark If she would like to go to America 

at his wife, but expresses no love for 

her, merely saying he is "fond of her.” 

Jaggers, Bethel’s husband, drives Lark 

to the dock and she boards the ship. Tern- 

pora, expecting David to Join her. Lark 

receives a note saying he had sailed. 

CHAPTER IV 

In those last hurried days of prep- 
aration at home Jaggers had said 
so often, ‘‘You feel strange with the 

boy now, Lark, but by the end of the 
trip you’ll have grown close to one 

another. There’ll be moonlight on 

the voyage and long sunny days to- 

gether. David's got a wise head on 

his shoulders. It’s a good plan, that 
one he talked of, to have the Cap- 
tain marry you toward the end of 
the crossing. It’s better than rush- 
ing the marriage now. You’ll grow 
more close together and more un- 

derstanding this way, and it’ll be a 

sweeter, sounder thing, like crossing 
a brook from stepping-stone to step- 
ping-stone instead of in a leap.” 

Presently a little cabin boy came 

out of the door which led to the gal- 
ley and blew what was evidently a 

repetition of the mess-call, for 
Lark’s special benefit and for that 
of the young couple who stood to- 

gether on the forward deck. 
The couple went below, and after 

a moment Lark followed them. 
When she reached the dining-room 
the two who had entered just ahead 
of her were seating themselves with 
the ship’s officers and other first 
class passengers at the main table 
under the portrait of King George 
the Third. The gentlemen at the 
main table rose courteously to ac- 

cept the apologies which the two 

young people made for their tardi- 
ness. 

In the confusion Lark hesitated 
for a moment in the doorway, her 

eyes making quick note of the group 
at the table of honor. There was a 

florid middle-aged man, obviously 
the father of the girl, a youngish 
man in clerical black with a listless- 

looking wife beside him, a comfort- 
able, stoutish British couple, two lit- 
tle old ladies, and a foppish little 
man in blue broadcloth who stared 
at her with admiring patronage un- 

til the Captain said stiffly, “Pray be 
seated, Mr. Dawes.” 

Big Dan spoke loudly to his com- 

panions, “An uncommon good-look- 
er, that last wench. I seen her by 
her lonesome on deck most the 

night. Now if I didn’t have no 

strings tied to me. .’’He winked 
in Minnie’s direction as Lark 
blushed with embarrassment and 

Captain Walesby rapped sharply for 
silence. 

“Ain’t my Dan a caution now?” 
Minnie laughed and grinned with 

appreciation of the blond giant’s wit. 
With great gusto she swabbed her 

plate clean with a crust and forked 
a hunk of pork onto it. 

Minnie, having gobbled up her 
meat by now, looked around for the 
platter, but the steward had passed 
it to the men’s table to be emp- 
tied. With a philosophical shrug 
she reached over and forked an 

unfinished piece off one of her girls’ 
plates. 

"I’m buying it offen you,” she 
said casually and flipped a farthing 
across the table. The coin rolled 
on the floor and the girl dived for it 
as the others laughed. Only Lark 
wasn i amusea. 

‘‘Maybe she wanted the meat her- 

self,” she said impulsively. "She's 
hardly eaten a bite.” 

"Don’t take’ as much to nourish 
her as me.” Minnie’s tone was com- 

pletely composed. “I need more 

victuals than most folks to keep my 
weight up. Bein’ a circus fat lady's 
a job like any other. That toll- 

gate I run don’t do more’n bring in 

pin-money. I got my perkisets an’ 
use ’em when I want to.” Very de- 

liberately she leaned across the ta- 
ble and speared the uneaten pork off 
Lark’s own plate. 

Lark’s temper flared suddenly. 
"No, you don’t! That’s mine and I 
mean to eat it!” Quickly she forked 
the meat back and began cutting it 

up. 
Minnie threw back her head and 

laughed delightedly. “Spirit, and 

plenty of it! The filly's not broke to 
harness yet. We’ve got Mistress 
Hoighty Toighty among us, girls. 
The Duchess of Horse, I’ll be bound. 
Ain’t that a belly-laugh, now?” She 
pushed back her chair, rose, and 

slapped Lark on the back with ge- 
nial familiarity. 

Outside the saloon doorway a lit- 
tle man stood waiting. Lark saw at 
once that it was the groom who had 
been in charge of the horses last 
night. She smiled at him. 

“My name’s Busby, Miss,” he 
said humbly, "and I’ve been hoping 
for the chance of a word with you. 
I wanted to thank you again. It’s 
due to you that we got our big stal- 
lion safely aboard. He’s a handful 
and no mistake. ” He chuckled 
proudly. 

“I love horses," Lark said. "I’ve 
handled them all my life. There’s 
no mischief in that beast. It was 

Just that he was panicked. He let 
me catch his halter strap right at 
once. It’s plain that he’s a very fine 

horse. What are his blood-lines?" 
‘Tve not had a look at his papers 

yet." Busby stood twirling his cap 
In his gnarled hands. ‘‘Master Jar- 
rod Terraine just bought him from 
Mr. Galphine yesterday. His right- 
ful name's Lancer, but I’ve took a 

notion to call him Red Raskall, like 
you did. A pet name's good luck in 

racing stables, you know.” 
Lark said, "That's fine, Busby. 

He’s a horse to be proud of.” 
“Mistress Dana, the master’s 

daughter, took a rare fancy to him 
at the fair yesterday and egged her 

pa into the deal.” 
“He looks much like a horse my 

father owned,” Lark commented. 
“Our Ma*oc had Spanker blood inv 
him and this horse has much the 
same conformation.” 

“This Raskall’s the prize of the 
string my folks are taking back to 
Virginia,” Busby said. “They've a 

grand racing stable there. Great- 
ways, I understand its name is. 

“This Kaskall's the prize of the 

string." 

Would you like to have a glimpse of 
the way I’ve got our beasts bedded 
down?” he asked shyly. 

Lark nodded and followed Busby 
down the long twisting passage that 
led at last to a steep ladder which 
descended to the hold. Here the 
stalls had been set up, slatted over- 

head and with neat divisions of 
braided netting to separate the 
beasts. 

The other groom, a Moroccan, was 

watering the gray Martindale and 
the roan yearling which Lark had 
noticed last night. 

These two, Busby explained, be- 

longed to Mr. Plascutt Dawes. 

By mid-day dinner Minnie seemed 
in high good humor. She joked with 
Big Dan at the adjoining table and 

ignored Captain Walesby’s reproving 
glances. She even made an unsuc- 

cessful attempt to bring Lark into 
the general badinage. 

“Cheer up," Clelia whispered, 
“she’s just teasing you; smile, 
Lark!” 

Lark tried, hard as she could, but 
she felt like a fish out of water. 
She was feeling blue and dispirited 
over David's seemingly casual de- 
sertion of her. She missed Jaggers 
and the friendly everyday chatter 
of the neighbors about the parish do- 
ings. It was a relief when, the 
meal finally over, Mr. Swalters ap- 
proached her confidently, and asked 
if she would care to promenade the 
deck with him. 

He was a pleasant, friendly young 
man, Lark thought, and her usual 
good spirits soon returned as she 
listened to his gossip of ship-board 
life. 

"Minnie’s crossed with us before,” 
he told her. "Every now and then 
she comes over for the Irish fair 
circuit and takes back a group of 
bound girls with her to add to her 
earnings. She’s a great tease, bu* 
her heart’s as big as her body.” 

*‘I don’t believe it!” Lark remon- 
strated. “Why, I think she's dread- 
ful, outrageously common and vul- 
gar!” 

"Most circus people are,” Clink 
said knowingly. “You’ve lived a 

very sheltered life I imagine, Miss 
Shannon. I’m worried about what 
you’re going to do, if you land be- 
fore Mr. North does. Minnie told 
me she thought he’d sailed on the 
Runnymeade, but that’s a slower 
ship than ours. Please don’t 
think me curious or impertinent.” 

“I think it’s kind of you to take 
an interest. I’ve the address of a 

friend of Mr. North’s. She’ll let me 
teach at her school, though I’m not 
very well educated. You see my 
only real talent is for riding. Per- 
haps I could be a jockey.” 

Clink laughed politely, looking a 
little shocked. “You’re a plucky 
girl,” he said. "That's a good joke, 
by Jove!” 

Lark smiled at him. "I feel much 
better than I did. You’ve cheered 
me up a lot.” 

"I’m glad of that, most awfully 

glad. We must walk together when- 
ever I can get away from my du- 
ties. Your friend who put you 
aboard, Mr. Jaggers North, was that 
his name, asked me to keep an eye 
out for you, you know.” 

What a nice young man he was. 

Lark thought; of course he had none 

of David’s charm or good looks, but 

having someone like him take an in- 

terest would help, quite a lot. 
One day, the third Sunday of the 

voyage. Captain Walesby announced 
at breakfast that he w’ould conduct 
church services on deck. There was 

great confusion in the women's sa- 

loon as all the girls unpacked their 
Sabbath finery. Lark dug down deep 
into her portmanteau searching for 
her good blue bombazine dress. She 
couldn’t find it. It just wasn’t there. 

It was immediately after the serv- 

ice that Busby waylaid Lark. He 

had a worried and anxious look 
about him. 

”1 don’t like to trouble you, Miss," 
he said soberly, "but the horse is 

sick; really sick. It ain’t just colic, 
like the master says. I’ve changed 
the blanket over and over again and 

it’s sweated through in no time. It’s 

lung inflammation, and that’s a fact, 
Miss. It’s serious. I’ve seen it often 

enough afore to know' that.” 
“Lancer’s sick?” Lark asked 

sharply. “Oh, no, not my Red Ras- 
kall!” 

"No, ma’am, it ain’t Lancer. It’s 
our mare, Penelope. Squire Terraine 
and me have been a-working over 

her the live-long night. Maybe you’d 
come down to the stalls with me 

and give me a word of advice, say 
what you’d do if it was your own 

Madoc, you’ve spoke of so often.” 
"Indeed I will,” Lark said with 

warm sympathy, and following the 
groom past the neat little temporary 
tackroom and the dark cornered en- 

closure where the bales of hay were 

stacked shoulder high. Minnie, 
standing back in the shadow, 
grinned at them and said, “Seen my 
Dan anywhere?” 

Busby shook his head and led 
Lark through the wicket into the 
fenced-off stall where the mare 

stood, sweat-drenched and bloody. 
Lark laid a gentle hand on the 

drooping neck. “Poor Penelope,” 
she said softly. “She’s as sick a 

horse as ever I’ve seen. She’ll have 
to be bled, won’t she?” 

"Indeed she will, young lady,” 
Plascutt Dawes had entered the stall 
and stood there behind Lark with 
his shrewd little eyes fixed on her. 
She frowned a little and said anx- 

iously, "Can’t we do something? 
Does the Squire know how sick a 

mare he’s got?” 
“Jarrod Terraine’s a nincom- 

poop,” Mr. Dawes said with asper- 
ity. "He’s trying to keep up the 

pretense that his beast has nought 
the matter with it but colic, when 
the fact that it’s lung fever is clear 
as light. I’ve known Terraine, boy 
and man, for forty years and he’s 
never yet acknowledged himself 
wrong. Take this bet of ours, now; 

fifty pounds on our imported stal- 
lions. Why, this Thunder Boy of 

mine, he’s a wonder horse .” 
"Our Raskall will beat him, Mr. 

Dawes,” Busby interrupted with sur- 

prising spirit. "Give me a couple of 
weeks to work him out when we 

land and that’s all I ask." 
“Pooh, sirrah, you overestimate 

your nag!” Plascutt, who, at an- 

other time, would have scorned to 
enter into discussion with a groom, 
was now feeling expansive and talk- 
ative under the stimulus of his 
neighbor s bad iuck. 

“Tattersall’s stands behind my 
gray Martindale, and your horse is 

only a pick-up at a county fair. It 
wouldn't surprise me a mite if his 

blood-line papers were forged. 
Why I’d raise my bet to a hun- 
dred pounds, to five hundred. I’d 

bet my whole plantation, even my 
slaves, and the thoroughbred horses 
in my racing stable.” 

“You would, would you, sir?” Big, 
lumbering Jarrod had come in quiet- 
ly, tiptoeing as if he were in a sick- 
room. “Well, I wouldn’t take you 
up on any such bet. I’d wager rtiy 
lands and even my house on this j 
race between Lancer and Thunder 
Boy, but I’d no more bet my slaves 
and horses than I'd bet my daugh- 
ter, Dana. Live flesh ain’t a right- 
ful thing to gamble with, against 
the Ten Commandments, like bow- 

ing down to graven images, or some 

such. I’ll bet Greatways, by Capri- 
corn, but neither my horses nor Ne- 
groes against your Dawes Ferry. 
Your place'll make a nice enough 
house for my overseer Barnes or one 

of the tenants. You can’t bluff 
me, sir! Want to have it writ down, 
lawyer-wise?" 

“I never bluff,” Plaseutt said 
haughtily. “Such a thing would be 
beneath my dignity. And gentlemen’s 
sporting wagers are never reduced 
to writing. My word, sir, is suffi- 
cient.” Plaseutt turned abruptly and 
left them. 

Jarrod threw back his head and 
bawled with laughter. “Well, young 
lady, I guess you heard me call that 
little popinjay’s bluff, didn’t you?” 
He eyed Lark with great friendli- 
ness, as if she shared the joke and 
entered into his game. When she 
smiled at him with amusement, he 
continued, “I’ll bet a golden guinea 
you’re the young miss my groom’s 
been babbling so much about. He 
says you’re a first class horsewoman 
yourself and that, spite of the fact 
that you’re a parson’s daughter, you 
know all the fine points of the turf.” 
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By VIRGINIA VALE 

FOR the first time Holly- 
wood can remember, two 

actors, in different studios 
and different productions, are 

Flaying the same character, 
n “Murder, My Sweet” 

(RKO) and “The Big Sleep” 
(Warners), the author, Ray- 
mond Chandler, has as cen- 

tral character a hard-fisted 
detective, Philip Marlowe. That 
was right up Humphrey Bogart’s al- 
ley, and Warners gave it to him; at 

RKO, apple cheeked Dick Powell 
got it. Oil the screen they’re good 
friends, go sailing and play bridge 
together. It was Powell who took 
Bogart under his wing when the lat- 
ter came to Hollywood from the 
New York stage; today Bogart is 
Powell's biggest booster for success 

in his own field, 
-*- 

Dorothy Lamour is headed for 
more dramatic roles, now that 
she’s abandoning sarong roles; 
"Medal for Benny" and her current 

DOROTHY LAMOUR 

choje, “Masquerade in Mexico," 
give her opportunities to go all out 
for serious acting. Now it’s no 

sarongs—maybe no technicolor I 
-#- 

Betty Hutton’s career seems to be 
following the general lines of Carole 
Lombard's. Carole started as a tor- 
nado, then slid over into romantic 
and dramatic roles. The blonde 
bombshell’s dual role in “Here 
Comes the WAVES” showed what 
she could do as a dreamy, roman- 
tic lass, and in her next, "Incendi- 
ary Blonde,” based on the life of 
Texas Guinan, she has some "mo- 
ments” that are anything but in- 
cendiary. 

-*- 
If you were disappointed because 

Grade* Fields didn’t sing a note in 

“Holy Matrimony," wait till you see 

“Molly and Me.” She not only sings 
six songs, she docs one of them as 

a duet with Monty Woolley. Accord- 
ing to The Beard—“When Woolley 
sings, It is quite as rare a thing as 

when Woolley shaves." Grade’s 
planning to return to England by 
the western route, entertaining 
troops all the way. 

-*- 
First thing we know those low-cut, 

off-the-shoulder fashions are going 
to return. Twelve of Tallulah Bank- 
head’s 14 frocks in the Ernst 
Lubitsch “A Royal Scandal” are 

made that way. Trouble is, a girl 
has to have shoulders like Tallulah’s 
to wear those gowns. The picture, 
in which she plays Catherine the 
Great, promises to be one of those 
Lubitsch masterpieces. 

-*- 
With her first week’s salary as 

“Grandma Rommely” in 20th Cen- 
tury-Fox’s "A Tree Grows in Brook- 

lyn,” 63-year-old Ferike Boros fin- 
ished paying a debt of gratitude. 
Nine years ago the Hungarian 
actress had a run of bad luck; hos- 

pital and doctor bills took all her 

savings, and she was about to lose 
her home when Director John Crom- 
well stopped foreclosure proceed- 
ings. 

-*- 
Kay Kyser and his "College of 

Musical Knowledge” are off on the 
most extensive hospital tour In the 
history of this country. Broad- 

casting along the way, they’ll sweep 
through the country in a big arc. 

_*_ 

Tanis Chandler’s RKO contract 
came in an unexpected way. A 
studio executive heard her sing on 

one of the first OWI programs to 
General MacArthur’s invasion 

troops and Filipino guerillas on Lu- 
zon. You’ll hear her in “George 
White’s Scandals of 1945.” 

-*- 
Shirley Dinsdale, 17-year-old ven- 

triloquist, and her dummy, Judy 
Splinters, are now regular members 
of the cast of Nelson Eddy’s CBS 

] “Electric Hour.” Shirley’s a sopho- 
more at the University of Califor- 
nia and a holder of the distinguished 
honor citation from the government 
for war bond campaign work. 

-*- 
ODDS AND ENDS—Nanry Ifalker 

is such a hit in the Broadway musical, 
“On the Town," that her movie alma 
mater, Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, wants to 
rewrite the stories scheduled for Mickey 
Rooney and star Nancy in them. 
At Hamer Bros, they're preparing a 

short subject entitled “G.l. Music" to 
be made up oj name bands overseas 

with the V. S. army. Jean Uersholt, 
star of CBS “Dr. Christian," will go to 
Denmark immediately after the war to 
make a survey of postwar needs. 
Darryl Hickman, who plays the cynical 
“Raymond" on the Corliss Archer air 
show, will play the same role in the 
Corliss Archer movie, “Kiss and Tell.” 
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The Questions 
1. What is the greatest distance 

one can travel from land on any 
ocean? 

2. What are gooses? 
3. In the theater, wfiat part is 

played by an ingenue? 
4. What is a Betty? 
5. What is the chemical symbol 

for gold? 
6. What is meant by altruism? 
7. How many years usually con- 

stitute a generation? 
8. Why w’as Moses so named? 
9. What is a pot-valiant man? 

10. What portion of the 500 mus- 
cles in the human body are lo- 
cated in the neck and face? 

The Answers 

1. But 1,500 miles, as no spot is 
more than that distance from land. 

2. Pressing irons used by tail- 
ors. 

3. An artless or ingenuous part. 
4. A man who does women’s 

work. 
5. Au. 
6. Regard for and devotion to 

the interest of others. 
7. Thirty-three. 
8. The name means drawn from 

the water. 
9. One who is courageous when 

intoxicated. 
10. At least one-fourth. 

Airplane Speed Indicators 
Correct Only at Sea Level 
As speed indicators in airplanes 

register accurately only at sea 

level, pilots have to estimate 
speeds by adding 2 per cent to 
their readings for each 1,000 feet 
in altitude. 

For example, when the indica- 
tor registers a speed of 225 miles 
an hour at 5,000 feet, a pilot 
knows that he is actually travel- 
ing almost 248 miles an hour. 
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Get Your War Bonds ★ 
★ To Help Ax the Axis 

When 
tut like 
a knife. 

CHAPPED LIPS 
SOOTHED QUICKLY! 

Crocked lips—ho cruel, and painfull 
Caused when raw, bitter weather 
dries skin cells, leaves them "thirsty." 
Skin may crack, bleed. Mentholatum 
acts medicinally: (1) Stimulates local 
blood supply. (2) Helps revive 
thirsty cells so they can retain need- 
ed moisture. For sore hands, lips— 
Mentholatum. In jars or tubes, 30<. 
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\WMT/ P&/M&/tBOVr.^1 
Bill: Gosh, Mom, hot 
rolls! Now I know I’m 
really home! And they’re 
even better than I 
remembered 1 
MOM: Help yourself, son. 
I made ’em specially, 
right after I got your 
call—with a grand, 
quick recipe using 
Flelschniann’s yellow 
label Yeast, the kind 
with extra vitamins' 

( SURE THEY'RE GOOD- ) 
/ AND GOOD FORYOm >. 

f FIEISCHMANN'S IS THE ONLY 
l YEAST FOR BAKING THAT 
S HAS ADDEO AMOUNTS OF < 

( BOTH VITAMINS A AND D, ) V AS WELL AS THE J 
7 VITAMIN 8 COM 

I'M FREE! SEND FOR MEL. 
I BIG NEW REVISED EDITION J \ OF FLEISCHMANNS / 
( FAMOUS 40-PAGE \ 
( ’THE BREAD BASKET."* J 
\ DOZENS OF GRAND / 
/ RECIPES FOR BREADS. ^ 

ROUS. SWEET BREADS. 
SEND FOR YOURS TODAY/J 

And all those vitamins go right into your rolls with no^ 
great loss in the oven. Bo be sure to get Flelschmann’s 
Yeast with the yellow label. A week’s supply keeps In 
the ice-box. 

•For your free copy, write Standard Brands Incorporat- 
ed, Grand Central Annex, Box 477, New York 17, N. Y. 

Sj ..Rl/B/N Sen-Gay qu/ck I 
2 • Yes, Ben-Gay gives last, welcome relief from pain and ||| 
3 discomfort due to stiff neck. That’s because it contains up 9 

to 2 V2 times more methyl salicylate and menthol—famous 9 
pain-relieving agents that every doctor knows—than five 9 
other widely offered rub-ins. For soothing relief, make Ml 
sure you get genuine, quick-acting Ben-Gay! 9 


