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HOUSEHOLD
QUESTIONS

Thread Needle This Way__Al­
ways thread the end of cotton 
broken off the reel into the nee­
dle, not the loose end, and it will 
never knot. When using double 
thread knot the two ends separate­
ly—this prevents any tiresome 
twisting and knotting.

• • •
Don't Burn the Cake.—Set an 

alarm clock to go off at the time 
when cakes, and roasts, are due 
to be finished. It  can be heard all 
over the house and acts as a re­
minder to the busy housewife 
who, intent on another job, may 
have forgotten the time.

• • •
Prune Salad.—Cook some large 

prunes, one for each person. Stone 
and stuff with cream cheese which 
has been softened with a little 
milk. Let the stuffed prunes set 
for half an hour. Take one or two 
large lettuce leaves and arrange 
on each plate. Cut a slice of 
orange on the round and place 
on lettuce, and in the center of 
orange place a stuffed prune. 
Serve with mayonnaise dressing 

• • •
Washing Walls.—When washing 

dirty painted walls with soapy wa­
ter containing a cleaning powder, 
the job is made easier if a little 
flour is added to the water to 
make a paste. The paste will 
hold the mixture to the wall long 
enough for the powder to dissolve 
the dirt.

• •  •
Growing House Plants.—When 

soil in which house plants are 
potted becomes more like clay 
than loam it may be lightened by 
adding sand to it. Plants grow 
best in this kind of soil.

• • •
Unrolling Tape. — Scoring the 

sides of friction tape with an old 
razor blade, or sharp pocket knife 
will enable you to unroll it with­
out tearing the edges.

• • •
Grouping Furniture.—Groupings 

of furniture, including pictures 
and lamps, should generally bal­
ance each other in height, width 
and effect of lightness or heavi­
ness, housing experts say.
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G a th e r Y a rn  Scraps 
fo r F lo w e r A fg h a n

Rows and rows of flowers in all 
colors of the rainbow that's the 
feature of this striking afghun 
which is the gayest, easiest thing 
outl You simply crochet It In 
strips that are 7 inches wide, and 
do the flowers in scraps of yarn

ARE YOU 3 /
ONLY A %  WIFE?

M jb  caa a r m  understand a three-quart«  
•d ie—a v ile  who a  lovable tor three ««aka af 
Iha month —but a hell-cat the fourth.

So m a tt«  b o * your back achce -  no m a tt«  
h o * loudly your nervee «ream  —don’t take h 
out oa your buaband.

For three fencrationa one voman haa told 
anotfa« h o * to to  am ilinf throufh" * itb  
Lydia E- Pinkham '. V etetaU e Compound. It  
hdpa Nature tone up the cyvtem* tfaua I
lnX the diaeomf.irta (rota the functional dm- 
order, which vomen must endure.

M ake a note N O W  to  r r t  I  bottle ot 
Pinkbam's today W IT H O U T  P A IL  from your 
drutpst — more than a m iliu m  vomen nave 
written in letter, reporting beoeBt.

W hy not try L Y D IA  E. P IN K H A lf S  
V E G E T A B L E  C O M P O U N D :

Virtuous in Youth
Be virtuous while you art 

»•oung; and in your age you will 
ae honored.—Dandemis.

A Three Days’ Cough 
Is Your Danger Signal

No matter how many medicines 
you have tried for your cough, chest 
cold, or bronchial irritation, you can 
get relief now with Creomulsion. 
Serious trouble may be brewing and 
you cannot afford to take a chance 
with any remedy less potent than 
Creomulsion, which goes right to 
the seat of the trouble and aids na­
ture to soothe and heal the Inflamed 
mucous membranes and to loosen 
and expel the germ-laden phlegm.

Even if other remedies have failed, 
don’t be discouraged, try Creomul­
sion. Your druggist is authorized to 
refund your money if you are not 
thoroughly satisfied with the bene­
fits obtained from the very first 
bottle. Creomulsion is one word—not 
two, and It has no hyphen in I t  
Ask for It plainly, see that the name 
on the bottle Is Creomulsion, and 
you'll get the genuine product and 
the relief you want (Adv.)

Consider Your Strength
Consider well what your 

strength is equal to, and what ex­
ceeds ability.—Horace.

666
LIQ UID . TABLETS 

SALVE. NOSE DROPS

c h e c k s

COLDS
a n d

FEVER
f i r s t  d a y

Headache, 30 mimata*.
Try "Rnb-M y-Tlem'-W orld'a B e»I

Sentinels 
of Health

D o n 't  N e g le c t  T h e m ! 
N ature dadfned the kidney« to do a 

marvelous job. Their task ia to keep the 
flowing blood atream free of an eaceea of 
toxic irnpuntiea. The act of livine—Ji/e 
i lt t lf—  ia conatantly producing
matter the kidneys m uit remove from  
the blood if good health ia to endure.

When the kidneys fail to function aa 
N ature intended, there ia retention o( 
waste that may cause body-w ide dia- 
treoa. One may suffer nagting backache, 
per*latent headache, attacks of dixxineaa, 
getting up nights, swelling, puffineae 
under the eyes— feel tired, nervous, all 
worn out.

Frequent, scanty or burning 
may he further evidence of kidney or 
bladder disturbance.

The recognised and proper treatment 
Is a diuretic medicine to help the kidneys

fet rid of excess poisonous body waste, 
lee P ooh’s PilU . They have had more 

than forty years of public approval. Are 
endorsed the country over. Insist on 
Doom’s. Sold at all drug stores.

Doans Pills

CHAPTER X—Continued 
—11—

"Where now, master?"
“We walk to La Barranca,” said 

Arnaldo and set off, picking his way 
along the dry bed of the aroyo un­
til he struck the fresh trail Juanito 
had failed to take.

Two hours later they came upon
Van Suttart's damaged car and ex­
amined it with interest; soon after­
ward they arrived at the rope 
bridge, crossed it successfully and 
headed for the hacienda's nearest 
gate.

Not until the two strangers were 
within a stone’s throw of the outer 
wall did Joyce recognize the taller 
of them and utter a cry.

Accompanied by Dirk she dashed 
down to the great court and with his 
help opened the zaguan and then the 
outer gate. She held out both hands, 
her eyes shining with welcome.

"How on earth did you get here? 
You haven't walked all the way 
have you?”

Arnaldo had raised his hat. He 
dropped it on the ground, took her 
hands, gave her a gleaming smile, 
nodded at Van Suttart, shrugged his 
shoulders and pointed backward 
with his chin. It was as though he 
had spoken, told them in so many 
words where, how and when his car 
had been ditched.

“So you changed your mind,” said 
Dirk.

'Yes,” said Arnaldo. “Something 
happened to make me change my 
mind.”

‘What do you mean?” asked 
Joyce. "What are you two talk­
ing about?”

“ I asked Arnaldo to come with 
me,” explained Dirk, "but he re­
fused to take part in a sentimental 
gesture.”

"Quite true," admitted Adan, 
j "but that was before I knew Miss 

Sewell, scorning the role of vic­
tim, had shot up Dorado.” He 
looked around curiously. “ Where 
are your 18 gringos?” ,

“ What gringos?” asked Joyce, be­
wildered.

Taking out his wallet Arnaldo ex­
tracted the clipping the minister of 
war had handed him and passed it 
to Joyce. “ Read it. I ’m here on a 
semi-official mission to investigate.”

She glanced through the inspired 
account of the taking of La Bar­
ranca and the further she read the 
more did her eyes and cheeks blaze. 
She crushed the paper in her fist, 
started to throw it away, then 
changed her mind, smoothed it out 
and slipped it inside her pullover.

" It's  an outrageous lie,” she said, 
“"based on a grain of truth. You 
seem to have come prepared to 
stay. I ’m glad, because this fantas­
tic fabrication will need some talk­
ing over.” She led the way into the 
inner patio and no sooner had she 
crossed its threshold than the air of 
a chatelaine enveloped her. At 
ease and competent she gave direc­
tions to Luz, then turned to Arnaldo. 
“ You're tired and you must be hun­
gry. As soon as you've had a wash 
there’ll be food ready in the small 
dining room. Perhaps Mr. Van Sut­
tart will show you where it is.”

“He won’t need to,” said Adan. 
“ I ’ve been here before.”

She cast him a curious and star­
tled glance, but the placidity of his 
expression reassured her. Never­
theless a certain uneasiness per­
sisted. causing her to put off any­
thing in the nature of a showdown. 
During the afternoon she attended 
to her many duties and took another 
horseback lesson, still omitting to 
tell Dirk she had ridden as a child. 
Adan appeared, refreshed by a nap, 
and encouraged her. The same su­
perficiality marked the dinner hour, 
Don Jorge alone scorning to utter 
polite nothings.

“Wheels within wheels," said Don 
Jorge quite suddenly, "and a young 
girl sets them all to turning. Mar- 
garida Fonseca who would never 
have moved save for her hatred of 
the Manifest Destiny. Onelia, out 
to get with a single stone Dorado, 
his ancient enemy, and the minis­
ter of war. The American ambas­
sador trying desperately to save his 
face and perhaps his job. Adan Ar­
naldo—”

“ Yes?” prompted Arnaldo coolly. 
“What about me?”

Don Jorge, scowling, avoided a 
direct answer. “Gentlemen,” he 
continued, “we are here either as 
guests or servitors of the señorita 
Joyce Sewell, lawful mistress of 
La Barranca. This is a world—her 
world. We have plenty of room for 
defenders, none for neutrals, tour­
ists or spies. I ’ll ask you first, Mr. 
Van Suttart. Are you friend or foe?”

“ Friend." said Dirk promptly.
“Now you, Adan," said Don 

Jorge, “ and don’t speak too hasti­
ly. You and I have met before, 
though you sat at Dorado's table 
while I ate with servants. Do you 
come as friend or foe?”

Arnaldo flicked the ash from his 
cigarette and sat staring at the 
brightened tip. "Here is my an­
swer: how far I ’ll go for the señorita 
is her business and mine and no­
body else'a."

“ Leonardo!” Don Jorge shouted,
“a spy is among us!"

“ You, a Mexican,” cried Joyce,

“ and you're not ashamed to say 
thatl”

Luz thrust her head tn at the 
door. "Do I  send for Leonardo?"

"N o l” commanded Joyce. She 
turned toward Don Jorge. “ Maxie, 
if you and Mr, Van Suttart don't 
mind. I'd like to talk to Adan Ar­
naldo alone."

Promptly Don Jorge turned cere­
monious. He rose, bowed, faced to­
ward his own room, stumped 
straight to the door, stood back to 
force Dirk to pass, then entered 
and closed it with emphasis.

"Let's get out of here," said 
Adan. “ I remember a big shabby 
room with a huge fireplace."

"That's where I meant to go when 
we'd finished talking,” said Joyce.

The life of a hacienda is not that 
of a house but of a village, some­
times almost of a town. Articles 
and values are easily destroyed or 
lost, but certain ingrained funda­
mentals take years to die. The he­
reditary blacksmith, the itinerant 
piano-tuner, a teacher of sorts for 
the crowded school and a horse and 
cattle foreman to carry on the ban­
ner of scorn for the equally im­
portant chief of the muleteers are 
threads not lightly torn from a so­
cial fabric however raveled. The 
drawing room gave evidence of this 
truth. The furniture had been mal­
treated, but the curtains had been 
recently patched by an expert nee-

'You! Your House of Drones.”

die. A square had been cut from 
the corner of a lovely Persian rug 
to make a saddle blanket for Mi 
General, but the elements of com­
fort remained. Witness a well-tend­
ed fire on the hearth and the piano 
in tune. Adan walked to it as if 
drawn by a lodestone. He struck 
a chord, then sat down and rippled 
the keys in melodious undertone to 
his words.

“We can be honorable with for­
eigners," he repeated, looking up at 
Joyce across the corner of the closed 
sounding board. “ I  am authorized 
to offer you $50,000 for La Barranca 
if you'll agree to leave the country 
at once. Think it over. Fifty thou­
sand to get out, nothing but trouble 
if you try to stay.”

“La Barranca isn’t something you 
can sell,” she stated. “ My father 
bought it—that's true—but not from 
people with their roots still in the 
soil. They were gone, uprooted by 
their own folly, and he bought it 
from a bank. I was born here. The 
fibers of my being are tied to stone, 
vine and tree. I owe lip service to 
two governments, but not alle­
giance. Allegiance from the heart 
strikes deep. It  has to stand on a 
foundation of faith and love. Where 
will I  find them if not here? How 
can I  sell La Barranca without sell­
ing my people and myself?”

Adan stopped playing, his fingers 
hovering over an unstruck chord.

“Then what course do you intend 
to pursue,” he murmured, his eyes 
on the keys, "and just where do 
you think it will lead you?”

“There's one word that covers it 
all,” said Joyce. "Fight. That’s 
what we do wherever we are—you 
in E l Tenebroso, I  here or in Elsin- 
boro. Every woman, every man, 
wherever we are, we fight to live 
though we fight and go down.”

Adan's hands crashed out the 
chord as he rose and faced her. He 
stared at her out of a daze. “Cour 
age always wears a glorious face,” 
he said as if he were explaining 
some mystery to himself. “ Fight 
and go down. You, alone—yes. 
But—” His hands went out groping­
ly, touched her arms and passed 
down to her wrists. A voice within 
him, long stilled, was striving for 
utterance through fingers and eyes 
because lips are so prone to lie. 
She thrilled not to him but to his 
ardor. Since fire is a stranger to 
no man, warming friend and foe, 
she yielded, moved forward, not 
from any reasoning but by the sim­
ple law that sparks fly upward. Then 
he was holding her, kissing her, and

she wus kissing him. Yet, some­
how, he was far away and she was 
with him, as though she dreamed. 
His voice, continuing, broke the 
spell. "But you and I together is 
another story, I  have the power and 
you the land and no governm ent- 
past, present or to come—will fool 
too much with Adan Arnaldo. It's 
practical, logical; it will be a 
cinch."

Cheeks burning, she rushed from 
the room and along the balcony of 
the patio. As she turned its angle 
she saw Dirk coming from Don 
Jorge’a study and it was all she 
could do to keep from running to 
cast herself in his arms. Instead 
she stopped short and asked her­
self if she were crazy.

He came to a halt a few paces 
away. “Señor Maximiliano asked 
me to make the rounds," he ex­
plained and hesitated. “ I  don't sup­
pose you'd care to be bothered."

"That’s where I was going my­
self," said Joyce. "Do you want 
to come along?"

Together they turned down the 
passage giving access to the stair 
leading to the esplanade of the roof.

Under the blaze of moon and stars 
Joyce, followed by Dirk, visited the 
four bastions. "Awake, Leonardo?" 
she murmured. “ Awake, Señorita.” 
"Is everything quiet?” “ All is quiet. 
Señorita." The rounds finished she 
started toward the spiral stair by 
which they had ascended, walking 
slowly at first, then with a sudden 
acceleration in her pace.

She moved toward the parapet 
and they sat down, he besid.’ her, 
their shoulders barely touching. 
They sat in silence, their senses 
drenched in beauty. Her heart 
swelled until she knew she must 
speak or choke.

I t ’s oeautiful and terrible. I won­
der if anywhere else in the world 
beauty and terror walk hand in 
hand.”

“ Me. I ’m wondering who I am,” 
said Dirk. “ You’re real. You’re 
part of the night, part of this amaz­
ing place. You had a name that 
meant nothing—nothing at all. But 
now you've shaken it and become 
real. I f  I  should never see you 
again, yet live for a thousand years,
I couldn't forget you. I ’m not being 
fresh. I'm  not making love, but 
something belongs to me from now 
on—something you haven't given 
that I  didn’t try to take. You're 
real but what about me? I've turned 
into nothing. These words I ’m 
speaking—are they a dream, or can 
you hear them too? Can you?”

I've heard them all," said Joyce, 
“but I can’t be sure you said them 
aloud or whether my own lips spoke 
them. Because as I  seem real to 
you, so are you to me. I ’m not 
afraid of you. I wasn’t afraid of 
you before, but I disliked the per­
son you were. You wore a Joseph's 
coat made up of the things I  most 
despise. Now you've thrown it 
away—or perhaps you've only taken 
it off and presently will slip it on 
again."

‘Perhaps,” he admitted mourn­
fully, “ and you too.”

She shivered. He took off his 
jacket and put it around her shoul­
ders. Nothing was said; he had not 
asked her if she were cold nor did 
she protest he would need the coat 
himself.

“ Name the things you despise.” 
he said at last, staring straight 
ahead.

“ Your false front,” answered 
Joyce after an imperceptible pause, 
“your air of We-the-elect-are-holy- 
and-all-others-are-vile.”

“ Is that really the way it struck 
you?” asked Dirk, but did not wait 
for an answer. "Yes, I ’m begin­
ning to see it.”

“ But you mustn't think it's just 
you I meant. It's a lot bigger than 
any single one of you and it can't

be covered by five minutes or five 
years. The air you wore was the 
air of the whole place—chancellery, 
garden and the embassy itself. Then 
cry out, 'Look at us! our skins are 
safe wherever we go; if you want 
to keep yours, stay home.' It's so 
silly not to see the other half of that 
doctrine.”

"What other half?" asked Dirk, 
puzzled.

"Stay at hom e y o u rse lv es ,"  sa id
Joyce with intensity, "do away with 
the House of Drones and take your 
consuls with you, guardians of the 
dollar and nothing else! Then we'd 
know where we stand.”

“ Easy now," said Dirk soothingly. 
“ YouI Your House of Drones. 

What if one of the bullets that hit 
your car had killed you? From be­
ing a parasite, a silkworm living 
on the pulp of the taxpayer safe at 
home, you would suddenly have ac­
quired importance — such impor­
tance that you would certainly have 
destroyed me and possibly plunged 
your country in the very war you're 
supposed to wave back with a lily 
hand!" She rose, letting his coat 
fall from her shoulders.

"You're great,” said Dirk, elec­
trified against his will and judg­
ment. “ Whether you're right or not, 
you’re great.”

“ Pick up your coat and come with 
me," said Joyce. “ I want to show 
you something.”

He followed her down the spiral 
stair and back to the patio. She led 
him to her former playroom, pushed 
open the door and turned. “This was 
the day nursery where I was play­
ing when they came in—a hundred 
of them riding their horses over the 
flower beds, trampling the rose 
bushes and shooting at anything that 
moved. 'No force against a weaker 
nation' was responsible for their 
coming; don't forget it." She point­
ed. “That's the door where my 
mother ran out, looking for me. She 
took three steps before they shot 
her. I didn't see what hap|>ened 
then—only the crowding men The 
next thing I knew my father, carry­
ing a funny little trunk under one 
arm, lifted me with the other and 
rushed up those steps to the bal­
cony. They turned and saw him in 
time to laugh and jeer but hardly to 
shoot. Come; I ’ll show you where 
the bullets struck and how we es­
caped.”

She preceded him to the balcony, 
then through passage after passage 
until, doubling back, they arrived at 
steep stone steps leading down into 
a cavernous pit behind the vast 
kitchens and thence to a narrow 
postern. With a strong pull Dirk 
opened the door and they stepped 
out into such an umbrageous para­
dise as only the old-time haciendas 
of the semi-tropics can boast.

"This is the lake,” said Joyce.
"Lake?” laughed Dirk. “ Where’s 

the water?"
"You can’t see it for the hya­

cinths," explained Joyce. " I f  it 
weren't for them we couldn’t be 
here."

“Why not?"
" It  wouldn't be safe. This mass I 

of hyacinths, too thick for a boat to 
pass or a man to swim, mean a lot 
more to my safety than all the j 
American embassies in the world 
put together.”

"Let up," said Dirk, “ please let 
up. I ’m licked.”

She turned toward him with an 
impulsive movement; her fingers 
barely touched his shoulder.

He took her in his arms so natur­
ally she had no thought to draw 
back, then realization swept over i 
her that resentment would have 
been silly before so spontaneous and 
unthinking an action. This was dif­
ferent from Arnaldo—so different 
she was another person standing in 
another world and awake, wide 
awake.

(TO HE CONTINUED)

Pattern 1623

or in three shades of one color 
for a lovely jeweled effect. Ideal 
in four-fold Germantown. Pattern 
1623 contains complete directions 
for making the afghun; illustra­
tions of it and of nil stitches used; 
a photograph of section of af- 
ghan; material requirements; 
color suggestions.

Send 15 cents in stamps or coins 
(coins preferred) for this pattern 
to The Sewing Circle, Needlecrnft 
Dept., 82 Eighth Ave., New York, 
N. Y.

Punctuality Essential
The individual who is always a

little late in appointments reveals 
a weakness of character that 
punctual people are quick to ob­
serve, and it is interesting to note 
that successful men ore almost al­
ways punctuul. It is a hard thing 
to hold a man's confidence while he 
waits for you to keep an appoint­
ment.—V. A.

Muscular 
Rheumatic Pains

It takes more than "just a salve" to 
draw them out. It taken a »coeentar- 
I r r i ta n f  like good old Vlw.tr role 
— soothing, wanning, ¡»’nrtrut tng 
and helpful in drawing out the local 
congestion and pain when rubbed on 
the aching »poll.

Muscular lumbago, sornneaa aad 
stiflxKsa generally yield promptly.

Better than the old-fashioned mus­
tard plaster, Musterole has beea 
used by millions for 30 year«. Keeom- 
mended by many doctors and nurses. 
All druggists'. In three strengths! 
Regular Strength. Children's (mild), 
and Extra Strung.

One Right Way
If  it is right there is no other 

way.—Theodore Roosevelt.

Young Mothers
KJama'h Fall«. O rw  

M r* . W  K. Irw lH  9t 
¿¿46 W hite A w .. «an  
’ ’Before m r htile bo*

. I I r l t  weak and
| • it • ' • tla l»r Pierre • 
" F a v o r it e  Preacriptinn 

was highly rrcugnmend 
ed to me as a tome, an.l 
I  decided to try it. I 
«•«“d about four hotties 

and I  can say that it stimulated mjr ap 
a.n<* helped to build me up remark* 

ably. Buy now at any drug «tore.
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U . S. C oast and G eodetic Survey Charts
Show H ow  the Sea R earranges Its Bed

The seas do not like tfieir living 
quarters. So they build up, tear 
down, and rearrange their beds, 
writes Elliott Roberts in Nature 
magazine. All of which adds to the 
labor of man, self-appointed record­
er of the changing movements of 
the sea and their effect on the con­
tour of the land.

The earliest explorers o i our 
shores knew nothing of the deeps 
and shoals; they were blind men 
groping in a strange bouse. The 
situation is now remedied by charts 
of our oceans and coastal waters, so 
that great ships steam confidently 
where the first comers had to sound 
their cautious way. Still, we are 
forever confronted with the sea's 
restless changes—deepening here, 
shoaling there—and the advance or 
recession of the shoreline on many 
a mile of coast. The chart makers 
must be forever alert to the latest 
changes, to keep the charts accu­
rate.

A surveyor, busy on the coast of 
South Carolina, stood by his instru­
ment on the sandy beach, just out 
of reach of the breaking waves. He 
calculated the location of the station

where he stood, and was about to 
put it down on the chart, when he 
blinked. What had he found? He 
checked his work, and it was cor­
rect. According to the old chart, ! 
his station lay in water many feet 
deep, half a mile from the nearest 
dry land.

The United States Coast and j 
Geodetic survey, chart makers for 
the United States, maintains eternal 
vigilance to keep abreast of all the 
changes that occur, especially on 
the more unstable and shifting por­
tions of our coast. In many of these 
thousands of miles of shore line 
even a few years will see enormous 
changes. The point of Rockaway 
beach, opposite New York harbor, 
grows westward some 250 feet year­
ly, a matter of several miles in a 
lifetime. Long Beach, Coney Island 
and Sandy Hook are all extending 
themselves toward the channel.

The Harbor of Rio
The approach to the harbor of Rio 

de Janeiro has been the scene of 
more diverse scenic description 
than almost any port city in the 
world.

GET RID OF
PIMPLES

New Remedy Uses Magnesia to Clear 
Skin. Firms and Smooths Complexion 
— Makes Skin Look Years Younger.
G«f rid of ugly, pimply akin with thia 
extraordinary naw ramady. Danton's 
racial Magnesia works mliaclaa la 
clearing up a «potty, roughened com­
plexion. Evan thn firit few treatments 
make a noticeable difference. The ugly 
epota gradually wipe away, big poroa 
«row amallar, the failure of the alda 
itself becomes firmer Before you know 

friende ere complimenting you on 
your complexion.

S P E C IA L  O FFER
— for a fe w  w e e k s  o n ly  

Here ii 7our chanc* «0 b y  out Daalon'e 
Facial Magnexia atallbaral saying Wa 
will tend you a full 6  or. bottle of Den­
ton a, plus a regular aira box oi famous 
Mllnaaia Wafers (the original Milk oi 
Magneaia tablata). . .  both for only 60cl 
Cash in on thia remarkable oiler. Sand 
60c in caah or stamps today

D E N T O N ’ S
F a c i a l  M a g n e s ia  
" » »  ’ f,L5?T rROD‘'CT». ton. ■

TJrB Street, long l.lend Clt». N. T. ■ 
,l[? « » < t  aOo (ee.b or elampe) 1« !

e


