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BACTERIAL INFECTIONS OF

CATARRH
CHRONIC COLDS, BRONCHITIS , ANTRUM
AND SINUS TROUBLES

These distressing complaints are often associated with germs in thesystem,and the bestway to treat these disorders is by.attacking thecause: Treat the conditionwith the new OralVaccine VaxosNo.L.VaxosNo: 1 now available throughout New Zealand, is not a patentmedicine. It is specially prepared in Bacteriological Laboratories in
Australia,and isextensivelyused in theCommonwealth. Vaccines,whenabsorbed into thesystem,stimulate the productionofanti-bodieswhichattack the germs of disease, thus often producing immunity: VaxosNo. isperfectlysafeevenforchildrenandelderlypeopletotake. Icis
designedtogetto theseatofthe trouble,andwith continued treatment,
immunityfrom the diseaseforperiodsofup totwoyears may beestab-lished. VaxosNo. isanOralVaccine taken a fewdrops eachdayinwaterbymouth: GetVaxosNo. fromyourchemistto-day.Two OTHER VaXOS TREATMENTS FOR BACTERIAL INFECTIONS
Vaxos Noa 2 (Warren Crowe type) Vaxos Noa 3 for Boils, Pimples,for Rheumatism; Neuritis Sciatica, Carbuncles,Acne;Dermatitis,Eczema,Myositis; Fibrositis, LumSbagoc and Impetigo, Septic Sores and mostSpondylitis SkinInfections.
Vaxose costs only 21/-per bottle containing24c.c'$,whichquantityissufficientforseveralweeks'treatment:

VAXOSN]ORAL VACCINE
VaccineProducts(Aust),582Lt:CollinsSt;,Melb,Aust:
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WhenworrY, overa way tO energy. Nerves
work and nerve steady. Depressiongoes:You buildupapowerfulreserveofhealthstrain sap your andstrength: StarttakingVikelpto-day.bodily reserves of
vital Minerals you Thepreciousnatural Iodinein

get Tired, Run-down and Depressed. Vikelpisof tremendousvalue in
Replace those lost Minerals and you thepreventionofGoitre:
will buildupstrength and lastingenergy. Passett fohnson; Limited.,MannersStreet,
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IT'S THAT MAN'S
FATHER AGAIN?
(Written for "The Listener" by N.F.B.

Y husband is over forty,
quite old enough to have
half a dozen hefty sons,

but our babies all came girls, and
we were just as proud of them as
all normal parents are of their off-
spring of whichever sex. Never once
did we wish any one of them had been
a boy, at least, not until last week, and
for the first time in my life I mourned
the fact that my family is not a mixed
one.
Little does a certain very popular
radio Quizmaster realise what he did to
thousands of homes when he introduced
the wrong man as "that man’s father."

"Once and for all," he announced, "we'll
settle this question, The man was look-
ing at his own photograph!" The only.
man who never heard of that old rhyme
was Adam. It is centuries older than
Japhet’s father and every time it is
mentioned there is argument. More than
thirtyyears ago an adored oldest brother
expounded the riddle to me and, whenI heard the wrong answer given last
week, I yelled. I wrote to the announcer
giving the answer so clearly, step by
step, "son of my father-my father’s
son-that man’s father," etc.
"Is that quite clear?" I asked my hus-
band, to whom I refer on most issues.

. "But it was his own photograph!" he
said.
I simply couldn’t believe my ears. The
husband of my bosom had been one of
the other camp all those years-all his
life, he assured me.
"But your father can’t be his own
father," I protested,
"Nobody says he is," he retorted.
"But that’s what you say if you are
looking at your own photograph."
"No it isn’t. That man’s father is my
father’s son; that’s me, isn’t it?"

"You mean ‘I,’ dearest."
"No, it’s ‘myself,’ isn’t it?"

’ I left the room and went rummaging
among some old photographs. There
was one of my father-in-law, taken in
the days when men wore hair (when they
could) and.were proud of it. I don’t know
whether he was prouder of the hair or
the enormous cabbage rose in his but
tonhole. He wore what my husband
called a "dirtyshirt" waistcoat, which hid
all evidence of a shirt except the collar.
There was also a snap of my husband
in uniform, which I thought was quitesuitable for the purpose.
"Look, dear, there’s your father, and
there’s you. Now, that man’s father

that’s your father, according
to you isyour father’s son.’

"No," he said, so patiently, pointing
first to himself and then to his father-
and back to himself, "That man’s father
is my father’s son, that’s myself."
* * *

WEEK laterI still had not succeeded
in converting him. I had no picture
of his son. I had no son to be pictured.
"Suppose you had a son, dear, Call
him Ken, for example."
"We'll call him George, after my
father," he said decidedly.
"Oh dear!" I thought, distractedcly,"I'll never convince him without a son."
He became quite used to being asked
"Is your father’s son going down town
to-day?" or "Is your father’s son ready
for tea?" and after I would glance at
him to find a thoughtful look on his
face which was quite encouraging. Then
one morning I said, "You are your
father’s son?"
"Yes," he admitted.
"And that man’s father is your father’s
son?"
(continued on next page)

"No," he said, so patiently, "that man's father is my father's son, that's myself"


