WHO WANTSTO |
LOOK YOUNG

Amazing

Discovery
ENDS

WOMEN
OF 50
CAN LOOK
35

A new precious
extract of skin
cells—just like the
vital elements in a
healthy young girl's
skin, Discovered by a
famous University Pro-
Make this fessor. Obtained by him

m carefully selected
TEST ! oung animals. This

extract, called “ Biocel ’ is now contained
in Tokalon Rose Skinfood.
Apply it every night. Every minute while
you sleep your skin absorbs these vital
elements. Every morning when you wake
up our skin is clearer, fresher, smoother
OUNGER. During the day use
Ctéme Tokalon (White colour non-
greasy). By this simple treatment any
woman can make herself Jook ten years
younger, Have a marvellous skin and
complexion of which any young girl would
be proud. Successful results positively
guaranteed with Tokalon Skinfoods of
money refunded.  Obtainable at all
Chemists and Stores. :

j

Wartime

Sispplics of
\MUSTARD

YOU may not
be able to buy
: all the Mustard
you would like in war
time. Remember, this is not
your storekeeper’s fault.
The amount of mustard
available for civilians de-
pends on shipping space
and the needs of the
troops in camp.

When you do manage to
get some mustard, mix
just enough for each meal
~and add that extra en-
joyment with a dash of
Colman’s Mustard.

The wise man does not worry
about the future but equally
he does net ignore it, for
dangers have to be guarded
against. Your dnty is to make §
suitable provision for the
administration of your estate
and for the running of your
business when you are gone.

Your Jocal Public Trust Oﬁice will gladly furmsh you with the infor.

The PUBLI(
TRUSTEE

mation you require and
show how it can assist in
foreseeing and meeting
é the problems which may
drise when you are no

longer here to grapple
with them.
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WIR ELESS IS
WONDERFUL

(A Short Story, written for “The Listener” by ISOBEL ANDREWS)

ICHARD Harold Ramsay
Furness was a young man of
imagination. In fact he had
so much imagination when he was
younger that his mother said she
never knew where shg was with
him. As he grew up, people began to
think he was a genius. Once people

started thinking that way, it wasn’t hard
for Richard to think so, too. So he

rented a studio, grew a beard, and people.

got quite proud of being able to say
they knew him. He used to give those
sort of parties where the savouries are
small, the drinks big, and where every-
body goes round with cigarettes and
calls you darling but forgets who you
really are. They all said Richard was
marvellous without being quite sure
what he was being marvellous about.
They knew he was an artist, because
nobody but an artist would rent a studio
or grow a beard, so they all went round
telling each other what a wonderful
imagination Richard had, and how mar-
vellous it was to have a gift.

NYWAY, one day Richard was sitting
in ‘his studio when he heard a step
on the stair. Hurriedly dropping Ellery
Queen into the waste-paper basket, he
relaxed into his favourite position,
which was an almost -exact copy of
Rodin’s statue but with more clothes
on, and who should appear at the door
but a man with a wireless. Now, as
everyone knows, a wireless is the mani-
festation of the decadence of modern
art, and no self-respecting artist will
have one on his mind, much less in his
studio. So Richard drew himself up to
his full height of five foot three and
three-quarters and, in & pose which made
him look like Napoleon on board the
Bellerophon, but without the hat, said,
take away that bauble,

But the man with the wireless was
no more obtuse and no more brilliant
than any other man with a wireless, so
he wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand and said he’d be adjectived if
he was going to carry the adjectival
thing down them adjectival adjectival

‘| stairs again. You see, he had got it into

his head that the wireless was meant for
Richard Harold Ramsay Furness, when
all the time it was addressed to Mr.
Harold Ramsay Richards who, by a
strange freak of chance, lived next door.
Nothing that Richard Harold could say
would make the wireless man do any-
thing but fix the darn thing intoc the
wall at the south end of the studio.

L]

When he had done that, he told Richard
that it was an adjectival hot day to be
fixing adjectival wirelesses in an adject-
ival room like that when it was three
flights up and all, but Richdard Harold
didn’t believe in alcoholism in the lower
orders, so the wireless man left with a
dirty look and nothing in his pocket.

ICHARD was just going to rescue

Ellery from the depths of the W.P.B.
when he became conscious of a woman’s
voice. In spite of himself, he had to
listen, The woman told him that no one
must know. That ‘even if he hated her
for ever, she could not tell him. Now
Richard hadn’t read his Ellery Queen for
nothing all those years, and he knew at
once that it must have been something
she had done in her youth and that she
really was the boy’s mother but didn’t
dare to tell him, because if the boy got
to know, he would scorn her for ever,
and it would almost inevitably ruin the
wedding.

However, Richard couldn't put his
deductions to the test, because just at
that moment the voice ceased, and a
man from America was heard to inquire
if he wanted to hear the next exciting
instalment, and that if he did, the best
thing he could do was to eat Kosy Korn
Kobs for breakfast.

BELIEVE it or not, it was only at

that moment that Richard realised
he had actually been listening to a wire-
less. Inarticulate with wrath, he was in
the act of turning it off when another
voice, far more arresting and almost
refined told him that he would mnow
stand by for what sounded like the
National Hiccup, which would be broad-
cast a few seconds from now. Richard
had never heard of a National Hiccup
before, so his natural curiosity naturally
got the better of his better instincts,
and he let the few seconds go without
moving. Then it turned out that the
star of the National. Hiccup was Susy
Sprightly, who seemed to be im a per-
fect dither of excitment about a recipe
for Apple Sauce which she had just dis-
covered. In a sort of daze, Richard then
listened to a man informing him that if
he wanted to cure the cold ‘which was
all but choking him to death, the thing
to do was to get a bottle of Bush's
Great Ginger Remedy, which A would
immediately set three thousand feet of
oxygen of margarine sweeping over his

(Continued on next page)
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