
backache? 

• Do you know the proved way < 

to relieve the stabbing, nagging 
pains of inusrular backache? 
• Doctors have made tests with 
hundreds of people. Found that 
nearly 9 out of 10 gained relief 
with Johnson’s Back Plaster — 

the one product made specifically 
for relieving ordinary backache. 
• How it helps you : This adhe- 
sive plaster contains a mild med- 
ication that stirs up circulation. 
It brings the healing and warm- 

ing blood to the sore spot. Tense 
muscles relax. Pain eases. The 
warming pad guards against 
chilling, supports twitching mus- 

cles, cuts down pain. 
• Made by Johnson & Johnson 
— known for fine surgical dress- 
ings for 60 years. Johnson’s Back 
Plaster—at all drug stores. 

Qu/c/c MENTHOLATUM 
When clogged-up nostrils have 
you gasping for air, and your nose 

is red and sore—quick, reach for 
Mentholatum and b-r-e-a-t-h-e! 
Mentholatum contains comfort- 
ing Camphor and minty Men- 

“Am I Lucky— 
A Flexible Flyer!” 

* 
"It’s the Sled with the 

Eagle —strong and fast 
as the Eagle, too. 

"My Dad had one too, but 
he says they are even better 

now. His Sled didn’t have 

those Airline Runners and 

slick Super-Steering. 

"Watch me turn on a dime! 

S. L. ALLEN & CO., Inc. 
401 Glenwood Ave.,Phila. 40, Pa. 

2 FICTION FAVORITES 

If you like your plots clever, sample one of 
Frank Richardson Pierce’s “Terrible Tessie” 
stories. Watch the lady lawyer handle a 

teen-age problem in “Tailor-Made Verdict” 
... If it’s sophistication you’re after, best- 

selling novelist Alec Waugh is your man. See 

how he handles “The Trouble With Michael” 

Next Week in This Week 

STUFFY AfOSTRfiS ? 
_thats a job far "Comfy"an& "Minty1 

...the MENTHOLATUM TWINS 
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thol, two famous, fast-acting in- 
gredients that help thin out thick 
mucus, reduce swelling, soothe 
cold-inflamed membranes. Don’t 
take head-cold misery lying down 
— keep Mentholatum handy. 
ALSO RELIEVES CHEST COLD TIGHTNESS 

NASAL IRRITATION AND CHAPPING 
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Christmas for us is the occasion for 
large family gatherings. Presents are 

placed under the tree and someone is 
selected to distribute them. Rut there is 

alwuys u dispute about whether the gifts 
should be opened as they are received or 

whether everyone must wait until the last 
one has been handed out. Is there any 
traditional way to handle this problem? 

* * * 

Mrs. Post: There is no set custom to answer 

your question. But it is more fun if the gifts 
are opened one by one as they are received. 

McGARRY AND THE CHRISTMAS HANDOUT 
Continued Jrom page seven 

to stay close to her on Christmas 
Eve, and maybe I can steer her 
straight. Also, I am to see that ho 
one tries to give her the knuckles 
and grab the rest of her roll after 
she hands him a grand, because, 
as you know, there are some guys 
who are never satisfied.” 

“Well,” says Kitty, “it will be 
something to see, and I'll be 
around to watch her have her 
fun.” 

Come December, and the big 
stores break out early in a rash 
of holly and wreaths. There are 
the usual flea-bitten Santas on the 
street comers ringing bells, and 
women shoppers by the thousands 
who look as though their feet hurt 
— which they certainly do — and 
all the other signs of Christmas, 
including reports of papier-mfkhe 
reindeer on Hollywood Boule- 
vard. A week before the big day, 
Dan decides the most joyous thing 
about the Joyous Season is that it 
still can be joyous despite the 
i.i limiting auu me guiiei people 

wrap around it. 
He keeps in touch with the 

Property Clerk, and finds out the 
Inspector is right as rain about 
the twenty grand. No one claims 
it; the crisp new bills are still safe 
in the big vault. Three days before 
Christmas Dan drops around to 
the Hotel St. Cloud, to see if the 
little old dame is going to make it 
or not. 

Dr McFinney lets him in when 
he knocks, and there is Mrs. 
Dusenberry in a chair with her 
tea table beside her. The chair is 
so big and she is so tiny, that she 
looks like a two-carat diamond 
set in a plush cushion in a jewel- 
er’s window. She seems a little 
weaker than before, but there are 

two excited spots of color in her 
cheeks as she smiles at Dan and 
offers him a cup of tea. 

“I do hope it snows on Christ- 
mas Eve,” she says, when he’s 
nice and uncomfortable with a 

teacup balanced on his knee. "It's 
much more fun when it snows. 

Did you bring me the money, 
Officer?” 

“You will get the money at the 
office of the Property Clerk,” Dan 
explains, “at exactly eleven-thirty- 
two on the morning of December 
twenty-fourth. Unless, of course, 
the real owner shows up first.” 

She frowns worriedly.1 I know it’s 
really his money,” she says. “But 
if it’s stolen, it’d be better to do 
some good with it, wouldn’t it? 
I had hoped,” she goes on, “to 
change the money into hundred- 
dollar bills and make the fun last 
longer, but McFinney, the old 
killjoy, won’t let me. He says the 
excitement would be too much.” 
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mit,” says the Doc. “That’ll be 
long enough. And no street cor- 

ner.” 
“Confound you, McFinney!” 

chirps the old dame. “I wanted a 

street comer.” 
"The hotel lobby will do just 

as well,” says the Doc. “It’ll keep 
you out of the weather. Also, we 

can get you out of there in a hurry 
in case you’re mobbed.” 

“I’ll be standing by,” says Dan. 
“She won’t be mobbed.” ... 

On the morning of Christmas 
Eve, at eleven-thirty on the nose, 
Mrs. Dusenberry, leaning on the 
arm of Dr. McFinney, totters up 
to the desk of the Property Clerk. 
Lieutenant Hudson waits in si- 
lence, his eye on the clock. At 
eleven-thirty-two he presents cer- 
tain papers for Mrs. Dusenberry 
to sign. And two minutes later 
she’s tucking the long, unsealed 

envelope into her big handbag. 
“Are you coming, young man?" 

she says to Dan. “I can hardly 
wait.” 

The Hotel St. Cloud is in mid- 
town, close enough to the big 
stores and the theaters and the 
railroad terminal to draw crowds 
in its lobby any day of the year. 
Right now, on Christmas Eve, it 
looks as though half the town is 
trying to push its way through the 
other half. Dan gets on one side 
of Mrs. Dusenberry and Dr. 
McFinney gets on the other, and 
they slow up traffic to let her push 
through the revolving door with- 
out getting shoved on her face. 
Then they steer her through the 
moD to a place near the center ot 
the lobby. 

“Stay close to her, McGarry,” 
the Doc says. “I’ll be over there 
near the cigar counter. If you need 
me, yell.” 

“Get away from me, McFin- 
ney!” chuckles the old girl. “Let 
me have my fun in peace.” 

Dan stands two paces away 
from her. She looks around for a 

few minutes, nodding and smiling 
at everybody in general, her blue 
eyes sparkling. All of a sudden she 
reaches out a hand and touches a 

young guy who is passing. His 
arms are filled with bundles, and 
a kid’s big doll shows through 
one of the tom Christmas wap- 
pings. He seems in a hurry, but 
he stops and gives Mrs. Dusen- 
berry a friendly smile, because 

"The doctor’s busy — core to look at some X-rays?” 


