
Always with him— 
or at him? 

YOU'RE MISERABLE, 
SO KEEP IT UP... MAKE 
HIM A NERVOUS WRECK, 

TOO! HEH, HEH, HEH! 

Don't let "Coffee Nerves" spoil your disposition! 
SWITCH TO POSTUM ... it’s caffein free! 

Are you often cranky, irritable 
easily upset? Do you fly off the 
handle for no reason at all ? Your 
trouble may be "coffee nerves” — 

brought on by the caffein in coffee, 
or tea. While many folks can stand 
canein, others suffer sleepless- 
ness, nervousness, indigestion. So 
make the change that's brought 
relief to millions — switch to 

caffein-free postum! See if you 
don’t sleep better, feel better, en- 

joy life more! Postum is thrifty, 
too —costs only about H as much 
as coffee, cup for cup. And delicious 
Instant Postum is made instantly, 
right in the cup!■ 

NO CAFFEIN 
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COLD MISERY 
Take tabcin to check cold 
misery quick? Tabcin checks 
sneezes and sniffles, helps re- 
lieve headache and feverish 
feeling. Eases aches and pains. 
Tabcin contains a tested anti- 
histamine in compound with 
other ingredients to give more 

complete relief for cold distress. 

DOCTORS WARN 
Don’t Bottle Up Stomach Gas 
If you take baking soda to relieve stomach gas and often get only par- 
tial relief, don’t waste time with baking soda or ordinary remedies... do 
this. Get BiSoDoL® Powder, recommended by doctors for years for relief 
from gas on stomach, heartburn and other upsets of acid indigestion. 

1. Speeds relief from pas —settles stomach. Fastest relief ksaws. 
2. Gives complete, longer-lasting relief thaa baking soda. 
3. Relieves heartburn, upset from too much food, drink, smoking I 
4. Lets you sleep when acid indigestion strikes at night. 
5. Sweetens seer mouth, stomach. Refreshing, minty flavor. 

To enjoy the food you eat, get BiSoDoL Powder at your druggist today. 

Marvbeth was sure her parents were tottering on the verge 

FICTION Pamela Car- 
michael sat 

quietly stirring 
her coflee and watching her loved 
ones eat breakfast. Across from 

her, Marybeth Carmichael, the 
family’s pride and joy of fourteen 
summers, paged through the morn- 

ing paper. Her blond hair, caught 
up in a fashionable horse’s tail, 
bobbed incessantly on the back 
of her neck. 

At the head of the table 
Pamela’s husband, Steve Carmi- 
chael, pushed bits of bacon around 
his plate. “Confound it,” he said, 
breaking the silence. "It isn’t go- 
ing to come out even. I’ve got 
more bacon than toast.” 

“Ill make you another slice, 
dear,” said Pamela sweetly. 

“That won’t work,” replied her 
husband dolefully. “Then I’ll have 
more toast than bacon, and the 
whole mad cycle will start all over 

again.” 
“Eureka!” screamed Marybeth 

suddenly, staring intently at the 
amusement page. “Will you look 
at this darling picture of Danny 
Farmer? Isn’t he divine! Mother, 
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you’ve just simply got to let me.” 
“Let you what, dear?” 
“Wear your new blue suit to the 

Avalon this morning. The kids in 
our gang are going to dress fit to 
kill. No sloppy bobby-90x.” 

“I’m afraid to take a chance,” 
said her mother. “You lurch 
around so when that boy sings.” 

“What boy sings?” asked her 
father mildly. 

“Oh, Daddy!” Marybeth looked 
at him sadly. “Danny Farmer, 
the Golden Throat.” Her glance 
swung back and forth between 
her parents. “Of course, older 
people wouldn’t understand.”* 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said her 
mother. “I used to feel something 
about Rudy Vallee when I was 

your age, but the exact voltage 
escapes me.” 

“There is no life after thirty- 
five,” added her father mourn- 

fully. “Just quiet senility.” 
“That isn’t true,” said Mary- 

beth quickly. “Some people I 
know are almost forty. Please, 
Mother, may I wear your suit? 
Just think what it would mean if 
I could get Danny’s autograph.” 
She rolled her eyes toward the 
chandelier. “It would be heaven!” 

“All right, go ahead,” said her 
mother. “Just don’t get excited 
and chew the buttons off. It’ll be 
a happy day when you grow out 
of my size.” 

“I’m not going to grow out of 
'your size,” said Marybeth, flip- 
ping around the table and lightly 
depositing a kiss. “I’m going to 

stay just as slim and pretty as you 
are.” She darted for the stairs and 
paused. "And, please. Mother, just 


