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OANNA

SYNOPSIS

With_unusual solemnity, MR, HARK-
NESS, buyer in the silk department of
a mammoth_de u'u"!ment gtore, summons
JOANA MANNERS. beautiful clerk, to
appear before MR. GRAYDON. owner
of tho store. Joanna shmlderq at  the
thought_of poseible dismissal and thinks
i)t the bills that been accumulat-

the worst_happened, but she dreaded to
do this. Her !rlenda would notice. Only
common, steady John, with whom uhe
had _quarreled last evt‘nmsr would not
think less of her for th

She affects a nonc! halan[t
goes to hear her fate ns
Ee”“"h'"“ her, (:rmdon lnm ires about

r manner of living her friends
and informs her ho has been asked to

liver a message to her. The news is
overwhelmin, {f"

Someone whose identity ehe is not to
know has placed .000,000 cn_ de pmlt
at the Metropolitan Bnnk subject to

attitude and
({:ul of re-

personal check. = Graydon assures hsr
‘there rre no strlnms lml to the propo-
eition” and has his chauffenr take her

to the banker, ANDREW EGGLESTON,
Graydon's friend.

By H. L. Gates

CHAPTER III

Real Money
N the great, marble corridors
I of the banking institution,

one of the principal hubs
around which the financial affairs of
a nation revolved ‘“Miss Twenty-
seven of the silks” felt very small,
and useless, indeed. Something of
the same sense of the futilities and
all her pretenses, all her struggles
to impress the world as one who had
many more, oh, many more pairs of
sheer silk hose than the one palr
she really had, settled down upon
her. It was again the feeling that
depressed her while she sat, waiting,
in the “Old Man’s” office a little
while before.

In her hand she held her little
leather bound book with the cryptic
entry of a date and a set of figures.
This, however, was merely the sym-
bol of a fantasy. For a brief five
minutes in Mr. Graydon's office and
when she entered the car she stood
aside from herself and looked at
“Miss Twenty-Seven” as Joanna Man-
ners, rich beyond dreams, suddenly
announced protege of some myste-
rdous golden benefzctor. But Joanna
was, after all, matter of fact, mate-
rial. Once, no doubt, she had be-
Heved in falries. A little latter than
that time before, both mother and
father passed away from her, she
even entertained some of her fairfes
in her own Iimagniation, peopled her
dreams with them after the fashion
of Barrlo. But of late years, the
fairies had not danced in Joanna's

goul, There was laughter there, and,
many, many dreams; but no illu-
sions. SN

So Joanna, convinced against her
wits that something tremendous was
happening to her, scorned herself
for admitting such a possibility. She
wanted to catch her guide, the liv-
eried attendant, by the sleeve and
force him to give her an accounting
of hig obsequiousness to her. But
panic was not far from her wearl-
ness. Her breath began to come in
tremulous gasps when the panelled
door marked with the nams2 of the
great man she had been told would
receive her, swung Inward. She
heard her gulde announce her:

“The ludy you are expecting, sir!”

someone who rose and glared

aL her without speaking; someone
who was very forbidding. and, to the
eyes of youth, very old and incap-
able of understanding any thoughts
or emotions such as she might ex-
perience. In such a vresence Jo-
anna didn’'t know what to do. The
man spoke her name. Surprisingly,
just as it had been with Graydon,
these pompqus, important old men
had voices that didn’t rasp.

“Will you sit here?”

He pointed to a chair opposite
him. Joanna, wholly helpless »gain
slid into the chair. After awhile she
realized that the man of whom she
had heard so much as one of those
mysterious money kings, still looked
at her; that he had leaned back in
his own chair and was just looking
at her with queer lights playing in
his eyes and something about his
lips that, surely! This old man's
lips were quivering! It struck Jo-
anna as screamingly funny. Not
even the warning hand of doom
could have prevented her, just then,
from laughing.. Andrew Eggleston
gmiled, too. But it was a fleeting
smile. He was instantly grave and
forbidding. And Joanna was fright-
ened again. She felt uncomfortable.
The back of her neck burned, as if
gomeone were looking at it, or at
her. She wanted to turn around,
but merely moved in her chair.

The young man who still stood in
the window embrasure at the other
end of the room prepared to come
forward. When he saw that the
girl had not detected his presence he
fell again to his silent inspection of
the flggure in the chair, whose back
was turned to him. The unpleasant,
rather cynical smile played again
about his mouth. Ooccaslonally his
glance took in the other figure, the
old man whose whim ruled banks
and markets and fleets of ships and.
as some people often sald, the poli-
cles of nations.

It was Joanna who, at last, broke
the fraught silence.

“Well, I'm here! I suppose you
wanted to see me. That's what they
sald?”

“It was a natural desire. Eg-
gleston admitted. “It is not usual,
even in this bank, for new accounts
to be opened with a deposit of a mil-
lion dollars. It is not an inconse-
quential sum for—for any one.”

Joanna couldn't stand it any
longer. “Won't you please give it
to me straight?” she pleaded, earn-
estly, sitting forward in her chalr
#0 that her hands might rest on the
big table. ‘‘Please!” she repeated.
“I was all right when I got up this
morning and everybody else was all
right and there was never anybody
in my family that went to the asy-
lum. And there’'s nobody I ever
knew who could leave me a million
penniaq let alone dollars, except an

Tired?, No Pep? Just
Draggmg Along?

Do you get out of bed in the morning,
Hred, listless, beaten before the day

starts? _ What chance have you to enjo
life until you correct that conditio ‘
Viuna starts the whole machinery to
worklnf as it should—acts on torpid
‘iver, sluggish kidneys, lazy bowels, Al-
nost before you realize it, you begin to
walk along with a pew swing—full of
rigor, able to eat, sleep, laugh and real-
y live. It has taken thoun}adl ou&m

M1 was conscious of someone
sitting at a great black table;

Jed and put them on their
rou give it a chance

uncle, and he couldn’t, because I
had to dig up $2 a week for a year
to pay the installments on his fu-
neral. And I want to get back to
my job or old Good Morning—I mean
the department manager, will be as
sore as a billygoat—I mean he'll be
angry. Please, Mr. Eggleston, what's
it all about?”

TRANGELY, the girl's fran-
tic plea affected the two men

in the room differently. Eg-
gleston nodded his head quite as if
he agreed that something should be
done to clear up the frenzy of doubts
and coefusion that must be flooding
the shop girl’s mind; and he smiled
again, pleasantly, as if warmed by
some inner satisfaction. But the
smile that had been about the mouth
of the other man, whose presence
Joanna had not yet detected, sud-
denly vanished. He regarded the
back of the girl's neck, his gaze
seeming to reach around and encom-
pass her, with a new sort of inter-
est. Still, there was doubt in his
eyes.

The banker reached into his table
drawer and brought out a folded
check book, the daintier kind that
are shaped for the hand bags of
women. With elaborate palns he
opened the book, bent back the
crease in the sheaf of blank checks

with it contained, and, thus spread |

he shoved it toward Joanna's
hand. From his pocket he took his
own gold fountain pen, opened it,
and held it out to her,
“Isn't theres homely
that rung something like thi

out,

a saying

7" he |

sald. “The proof of the pudding
is in the eating? It seems that I
have heard that expression, and it
is very apt, though a little old-
fashioned perhaps. You may draw
first eheck, for whatever
amount you lilke. I will have the
moiey broyght you.”

Joanna looked at the unfamiliar
check book, at the fountain pen
which she had taken involuntarily,
and then at the banker,

“I am sure Mr. Graydon explained
to you, or didn't he?, that you are
not to know the answer to either of
those two questions-—yet. Someone
who wants you to have it, someone
whom the bank, and I, know very
well and in whom we have complete
trust as to his motives, has put the
fortune at your disposal. He has
‘even directed the bank to replenish
the fund if you meet requirements
beyvond the initial deposit—until such
a time as he may give further
directions.

“You mean that after awhile he
will glve me directions?”

“Not at all.” And in the tone of
the banker's promise, more than in|
his words, Joanna knew that what-
ever might be the outcome of this
fantastic conversation, , she would
not need ever to ask {hqt question
| again,

“If your benefactor has directions
to give,” Eggleston went on, with
the banker's manner of monotonous
dwelling upon the detail of.a finan-
cial bargain, “they will be given the
bank, and will have to do only with
additions to your funds, or the cessa- ‘
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thought

you're kidding me
“Then watch
bargain,’
voice still hard

wiy the girl didn't like so well,

lay forgotten
begin

much beyond dancing
yumps and their kindred things.
“What else, then?"’ Eggleston re-

peated,

There was nothing for Joanna to
lo but fall back upon her subter-
She had many subterfuges.
a multitude of a girl's

“Walit until something like what
about really hap-
at last, brightly.
me!"”

“Perhaps that will be the better
banker agreed, his
in the unpleasant
He
which |

pens,” she sald

the

to the opened book,
at her hand. “It will
to feel real, won't it, when
you have filled out one of those?"

pointed

tion of them. At any rate, the pres-
ent deposit of one millions dollars,
which includes securities wé shall be
glad to negotiate for you should you

require the cash, is at your disposi-
tion and none of it may be with-
drawn from you. It could not be,

in any event, as it has been com-
pletely transferred to your

You must accept it, to do with it as

account. |

\

|

|
\

HE girl's wits swam again. |
in the bank's vaults was (mnn'n‘rnt)'l‘ T She picked up the book of
as much with the s.ollinlgA S atthe > long, :-'?--wl»r leaves, and ex-
the buying of them.” SUKS 48 | amined it curicusly. Here, at her

k AEN; : finger tips, would be the test—the
“Joanna nodded. If I really had a |test of the impossible dream these
| million dolars you can bet the last | two old men, her employer, Gray-
shot on your hip—I mean you can |{don, and his friend, Eggleston, were
bet I'd do a lot of buying, all right!” l;-ull:n her into. She clutched at
“I wouldn't wonder!' Eggleston |2n obvious excuse to postpone what

| commented, shortly. Joanna Iwok«,«d"‘“‘" was convinced would be the |

GLORIA

THE STORY SO FAR
Gloria Gordon, beautiful flapper, mar-
ries Dick Gregory, a s!ru"}':mg lawyer
Her ldea of marriage i8 fun and
clothes . . but no work or children.
She refuses to do her own_ house-
work, and hires a maid. But Dick has
to let the mald go, Gloria has swamped
him with debts for c othes and varties
She becones iv! ~«1_with an out-
of-work actor, w 1ylnu]1;)
ut

and
e

Sea

follows hxm to € York
Then she tries to gat a job
e as a chorus girl and fails

she comes home to Dick.
He takese her back, but not as his wife.

Gloria begins to su-'p‘}ot that he {8 in
love with his secretary, Susan Briggs.
At last she wrings fromi Miss Briggs a
confession that she is in ove with
Dick, and insits that Dick discharge her.
When he refuses, she goes home to her
mother.

Dick puts his house up for sale and
ocs to live with his father and mother.
Ie sends Gloria $50 weekly, but she
returns it to him. and goes to work.
Her employer makes love to her and she
resigns her position. She hasn't suffi-
cient courage to go out after anotner

ob

Finally she makes up her mind to g0
home—to her own home. She getg the
key of the house irom Miss Briggs, buys
roecrics and goes. After she has
eaten her lonely supper, she makes up
her mind to telephone 1)'(‘k and beg him
to come to her. But Dick's mother
answers the phone, and advises Gloria
not to communicate with Dick any more.
(Gloria realizes that Dick's mother wants
him to divoree her.

By Beatrice Burton
D meet Dick coming in from

the back yard. “Why, I thought
you'd gone!” she said in surprise,
“and I just told a fib without know-

CHAPTER LXVII
OTHER GREGORY turned
away from the telephone to

ing it. . . . Gloria called up, and I
sald you'd gone out for the eve-
ning.”

Dick considered. “I guess it's
just as well you did,” he said after
a time, “we don't get anywhere,
talking things over. It's just a
waste of time.”

His mother drew a long breath
that caused all (he black jet beads
to heave on her vast bosom. “I cer-
tainly am glad to hear you say that!”
she declared. ‘“Your father and I
have been afraid you'd go back to
her, all along. She's not the woman
for you, Dick, and never was!”

Dick twirled his hat in his hands.
“I came back here for my brief
case,” he said. “Have you seen it?"

His mother walked into the living
room and returned with it in her
capable hands. ‘A place for every-
thing and everything in its place,”
she quoted. “If you'd only put that
brief case on the ball table you'd
always know where it was! . . .
Where are you going?”

“Down to the office,”
swered shortly.

His mother followed him out onto
the wide side-porch that overlooked
the driveway and the back yard.

“Now, don’'t be sllly and call Glory
up,” she said, as he bent to kiss her
good-by.

‘“‘She probably didn’'t want to say
much of anything, anyway,” Dick
answered, “but I think I'll give her
a ring and see what she wanted.”

He resented his mother’s advice.
Didn’'t she realize that he was a
grown man, well over thirty? Or
did mothers always feel that way
about their sons—that they were
still little boys, even when their
hair turned gray?"” >

At the first drug store Dick
stopped and went in to telephone his
wife at her mother’s house,

“Why, Glory’s not here!" Mrs.
Gordon sald, when she answered the

Dick an-

phone. “Don’t you know where she
is?”
“How should I know?’ Dick

asked helplessly. ‘““When did she
teave the house?”

‘““About five o'clock.”

“Well, she called me about an
hour ago,” Dick said. ‘“When she
comes home ask her to call me at
my office, will you?”

He climbed into his car and drove
downtown at break-neck speed, so
as not to miss Gloria’s next telephone
message when she called again,
That is, if she did call again. . . .

He unlocked the door of his office
and went in. Miss Briggs was sit-
ting at her desk, with her long white
hands draped over the keys of her
typewriter. She looked as If she
had been sitting that way a long
time.

“I thought I told you not to work
late these hot nights, Susy!” Dick
said severely, closing the outer door
behind him.

“I'm not working,” Miss Eriggs
answered, dully. “And it's not late
—only eight o’clock.”

As she spoke a clock somewhere
across the roofs of the city chimed
eight.

‘““Has Mrs. Gregory called up here
tonight for me?’ wap Dick’s next
question.

«mu sum -hook her smooth
“No,”. | sald, almost

R

eyes moved as she watched him take

off his hat and hang it up. He
picked up his brief-case from the
chair where he had laid it and

turned toward his private office.

Sue Briggs could see that there
was a sort of restlessness upon him.
He seemed to be waliting feverishly
for something vital—stupendous.

“Be sure to call me if she does
phone,” hz, sald, as he went into his
office.

“Call up Mrs. Gregory’'s mother
and ask if she’s there, please,” he
said. “You know the number, don't
you?"

Miss Briggs knew the number. She
had called it scores of times for
Dick during the months he had been
engaged to Gloria....It had always
hurt her abominably to call that
number. It hurt her now....like
an old wound. But she called the
number in a brisk, cheerful voice.

“No, she hasn't come in,” she re-
ported to Dick. ‘“‘Her mother says
she doesn’'t know when to expect
her.”

Dick ran his hand through his
dark hair. “But, good Lord! Where
is she?” he asked, unaware that he
spoke aloud.

Susan Briggs cleared her throat.

“Mrs. Gregory came into the office
this morning to See you,” she said,
huskily.

Dick wheeled.
tell me?’’ he asked sharply.
was I when she was here?”

““You had just gone out to lunch,”
Susan Briggs answered, “and....
and I forgot to tell you about it.”

A telltale blush mounted to her
face. She had not forgotten to tell
Dick!....She hadn't wanted to tell
hira about Gloria's visit. 4-d Dick
knew it.

She looked at him with her un-
gpoken misery in her eyes.

“I suppose I ought to tell you
something, Mr. Gregory,” she said,
after a moment. “I was just going
to telephone you about it when you
came in tonight....”

Dick waited silently for hér to go
on./

“I don't know whether I should
have done it....but I gave Mrs.
Gregory the key to your house to-
day,” she said at last.

“Did she ask you for it?”
asked.

Susan Briggs nodded.

“Well, I'll bet that's where she s,
then....at the house!"~ Dick ex-
claimed. His eyes lighted.

“lI wouldn't worry,” Sue Briggs
answered dryly. It took all of her
nerve, her gallantry, to say those
three small words in just that tone.

From under her lashes she saw
Dick go into his office. She heard
the creak of his swivel chair as he
sat down in it. Then there was a
long ellence . . . She knew that he
wag making up his mind whether to
go to his wife or not his wife
who was waiting for him in the
house that was his and hers.

Not daring to move, Susan Briggs

“Why didn't you
‘“Where

Dick

Puzzlea Day |

/4

Jack Dempsey 18 in training for
a possible prize fight in 1926. Part
of this training consists in jog-trot-
ting for a few hours daily. His spar.
ring partners must do the same.

One sparring partner started 3%
hours before Jack Dempsey, run-
ning six miles an hour. Jack fol-
lowed on the same road trotting
eight miles an hour.

How long must Jack run before he
can catch up to his spurﬂng part-
ner?

Last puzzle answer:

This is one successful cost ac-
couniant’s answer submitted on the
clvil service examination paper. In
8 different rows 3 across, 3 down,
diagonally, ‘76 is the total. Othuh
can be found by tux;um tlu

mﬂdl:‘:i. 24 the |

sat there.

whether Dick staved there at the
office or went to Gloria that night.

. And so certain was she of his
decision that presently she began to
put on her hat to go home, Ag she
stood before the mirror tucking a
stray wisp of hair behind her ear
Dick came out of his office. Ha car-
ried his hat and his inevitable brief
case was under his arm.

“Good night, Susy,” he said in a
matter-of-fac volce, as he went out.
He did not notice that she made no
answer,

Miss Briggs stood there where he
had left her, with her hands still
holding the brim of her hat. She did
not move until the sound of his re-
treating footsteps died away down
the corridor of the building.

Then she opened the drawers of
her desk and took all the things
that were hers from them. Pitifully
few they were, Tablets and [mm‘ils;,
a small box of talcum powder, a face
towel and an old candy box full of
odds and ends,

She looked around the room where
she had worked for so many years

..as if she were trying to print
it on her memory. And yet she
knew it was the one place in the
world that she never would be able
to forget!

She took off her hat with a jerky,
impatient movement, and sat down
at her desk. After a moment she
put a sheet of clean white paper into
her typewriter and began to write:

“Dear Mr. Gregory:"” she began
and could go no further

What could she say to him? The
truth was impoassible. She couldn't
write to tell the man she loved that
she wasn’'t golng to work for him
any more because he was in love
with his wife and not with her]

She couldn't tell him that her
heart was broken and that there
never would be any happiness any-
where for her agaln. And yet that
was the truth!....Anything else was
a le.

Well, then, she would have to tell
him a lie.

She raised her hands above the
machine, held them poised there an
instant, and then wrote rapidly:

“I am taking this opportunity to
tell you that I am resigning my posi-
tion at once, for one where I will re-
ceive a larger salary.

“8incerely yours,

“SUSAN BRIGGS.”

She neither dated it nor sealed it

..Just lald it in the wire basket
on Dick's desk where he would be
sure to see it first thing in the
morning,

B

She knew that the happi- |
ness of all her life depended upon |office she

| office coat hanging against the wall,

As she turned to

brushed

hils

old

out
ut

g0 of
against his

It smelled of the tobacco he smoked
in that villainous pipe of his. The
sleeves of it still held the shape of
his arms. , ., .

Susan Briggs put her arms around
it, hugging it close to her breast,
and lald her cheek agalinst its rough
tweed surface. Her mouth twisted

chair,

a manner,

which
me
pliments."”

a challenge and

ways recognized
raid against her battlements. Un
onsciously she stiffened in he

But Jiggleston spoke calmly
have forgotten to present M
He Is very close to me, in
and is interested in you
extraordinary circumstances—of
I had told him. He begged
let him. pay you his com

Brandon.

to

3randon bowed, easily, his man

and a tear slid from under her closed | ner marking him .Jmmedlately, in

eyelids, Joanna’'s mind, as one who could
Suddenly she loosened her hold of make devotions gracefully at anj
I ‘ i : % | kind of feminine shrine. She r¢

the coat and let it swing back into | flected that he would be the sort

Jlace. She hurrie oot ectec g e oul¢ €

s hurried out of the office. that would dance well and say

In the outer
her belongings,

room she picked up
snapped out the

things that fitted the music.

“But T am going to ask Miss Man-

lights, and went,

A cleaning woman was mopping
up the floor of the corridor. Behind
her was a small girl with enormous
black eyes and a mop of straight
black hair. As Susan Briggs passed
her she held up her doll for her to
admire,

“See Dolly?" she said. Miss Briggs
brushed passed her and went on a
few steps. Then she turned around
and saw the small girl's eyes. They
were the eyes that all children have
for strange and sudden cruelties
hurt and bewildered.

Susan ran back and pressed a
nickel into the child’s small grimy
palm,

BOALS

ROLLS

made with

13 pgaL FruIT
OONST IPATION

“Poor baby!"” she said. Her eyes
were blinded with tears as she went
down the stairs and out of the build-
ing.

(To Be Continued)
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ners if I may not do more than
offer my congratulations,” BErandon
said, smiling down at her. “Perhaps
she will allow me to help her draw
her first check. That will be some-
thing I shall always remember—
when Miss Joanna has taken her
place among the hill tops.”
L

flantly,

ing.

Brandon laughed.
check, so laboriously—and, then,
written out.
amount aloud.

side of the table,

‘“ILet’'s try it again,”
looking down into the puzzled face

Million Dollars,

He lifted th
de-
He read the
A twinkle came into
the eyes of the banker at the other
but he said noth-

Brandon saild,

AZED again by the immin-|of the girl. “A hundred dollars will

ence of the test, Joanna |hardly buy you—what shall you buy

obeyed him silently, the |first, wasn't it dancing pumps, you
letters made by her pen running to- [sald? Well—surely you will want
gether in a black mist as he|[more than one palr. Here, let me
pointed out the place for her signa-|fill in another check for vou."”
ture, the date, and—the amount.| He tore the paper he held,
After one or two a‘teinpts she signed |(crumpled it, and tossed it aside.

her name to his satisfaction und{lumm,
her own. Then she wrote in
date-—as supplied by Brandon.

“And now,” Brandon said, softly,

almost caressingly, ‘“the amount,”

sign.

the check book to his own
the | hand he fllled in the money line.
“Ten thousand dollars!”

“There,” he sald as he placed the

| paper for the girl to ‘“That

She looked across the table, nt‘\\‘lll make a better beginning for
Eggleston. He nodded. “Any | you!"
amount you need—or that you would | The banker touched his bell. A
like to carry away,” he salid. | messenger responded almost im-

A wild impulsa stirred Joanna's | mediately.
blood. She would make thd test u‘ “You will have this cashed at
real one-puncture the bubble with 'once,” the banker ordered the mes-
one stroke of her pen. Her fingers senger.
firm, now, a light of determination| ‘It is the first draft upon the new
in her eyes. She would demand a [account of Joanna Manners. And
sum which would—well, something |bring the money here. She will
| would happen then! want it immedlately.”

Her pen shaped the line: “One (To Be Continued))
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broadcast listener, with respect
As in the case of all Radlolas,
nae or ground wires.

to selectivity,

tion for Christmas now.
away for Christmas delivery.

Charles Mayer & Co.

Shows This
New

Improved

Radiolo

25

A 6-tube super-heterodyne recelving set that meets every demand of the
range,
this super-heterodyne requires no anten-

tone and volume,

There may be a shortage of Radiolas later and we advise selec-
Your Radiola may be placed in Lay-

are payable January first.

For Your Convenience
Christmas purchases charged to your account during November

29-31 W. Washington St.

Charles Mayer & Co.

Established 1840

K

Beauty
Clay

Boncilla Beautifier

Boncilla Cold Cream

Boncilla Vanishing
Cream

Boncilla Face Powder

The entire Boncilla Beauty
Method is included in this
treasure package at such an
extremely low price that ev-
ery woman should avail her-
self of this attractive offer.

Boncilla Lotion
Bonceilla Taleum
Boncilla Soap
Boncilla Shampoo

A creamy bland
of skin faintly fragrant, gently
the coupon to any Hook's store.
Kalonderma soap.

cleansed
We

Address .......
City ....

This Coupon and 15¢

Entitles You to a Regular 25¢ Bar of

KALONDERMA SOAP

facial soap that will leave the most delicate
and
want

refreshed,
you to

Bring
know

at Hook’s!

Face Powders
$100 Coty's L'Ori
Face Powder
B50e

Taleum
Mavis Taleum Powder an
19¢. 39 4¢

and

La Blache Face

it to Fbol

30¢ Djer-Kiss YOG .¢uvson .
Talcum ....... 22¢  50c Java Rlce Face
30¢ Pompelan ....24¢ Powder ...
e llnm«l Lilae $1.50 Ambre Royal
.5 o icsdsan 39¢ ‘ace Powder.8$1.24
- 3 \llr-nm-n ] 1 : \\,nudhur\ N 1
RICHM o vo00oes 9¢ faclal Powder .19
$1.00 Coty's O0¢ Pompelan Face ¢
BRI o0'ss o i/ e S4¢ POWARE . cvoeess ¢
3 75¢ Boncilla
Toilet Waters Powder ...peoe. 59¢
$1.25 !
W Cotes e Deodorants
bulk. ounce ....9 Odorono—
$1.00 Houbigant's i 29¢, 49¢
Ideal Toilet Water, and .. 79¢
bulk, ounce ... . 7€ 25¢ No ( . ¢
$2 00 Piver's Azurea 25¢ Mum . ¢
Toilet Water.$1,.74 Amolin, 190 and ¢

Pt. Brick Ice Cream

Many Needs Thriftily Priced

Lotions
35¢ Hess Witch

Hazel Cream ..20
.'L'u[' Frostilla o

4Ot40D i iivieise
Ayers' Moth and ve

Freckle Lotion
.',m{‘ 1))rr-hnrd
17 39¢
850¢ Hind's Honey and
Almond Cream.39¢
5O<I‘ .ergon (]
77 R, ¢
Shampoo
15¢ Amam] %hnmgoo
ror; 13¢ a packa
500 Mulsified ‘Coconnat
g}ll and lﬂlmulhse9
Shampoo, each..
35¢ Lemon Cocoa llins
Soap, ound. ..
Packer's Liquid
Shampoo aeievee

75¢

ar
5

20c

greatest delight. Comes in flavors of

Serve delicious and wholesome ice cream Friday evening.
An especially palatable brick that will afford everyone the

__ Butterscotch, Chocolate and Vanilla Ice Oream




