air smell

Wick deodorants are too slow
. .. Some aerosols too weak . ..
freshen just for the moment;
but Florient really kills bad
odors fast! So economical, too
—it lasts and lasts. No wonder
more women buy Florient
than any other air deodorant.

4 fragrances:
Floral, Spice, Mint, Pine

HEMORRHOIDS

SWOLLEN TISSUE
REDUCED . . .

DECONGESTIVE
FORMULA . ..

Now — reduction and retraction
of congested, swollen pile tissue, in-
ternal or external, can be expected
with this new formula based on
positive decongesting of the tissues
themselves,

From all over the world comes
word that the DeWitt ManZan for-
mula does bring this blessed release
from hemorrhoid suffering — and
with more than mere astringent
shrinking!

Pain and itching are relieved in
minutes — almost on contact! But
the truly amazing relief arises from
reduction and retraction of tor-
wured, congested tissues themselves.
Decongestive formula includes al-
lantoin to speed healing of injured
parts, Your druggist will confirm

You can with ManZan

Decorate on any surface with

Lincks 3D GLITTER PEN

Get sparkling, raised effects when
you decorate, personalize, or mark gift
wraps, greeting cards, Xmas stockings,
ornaments, party hats — 1,001 unique
uses. No mess. Dries quickly.

Set of 3 colors — Gold, Silver and Mult;
of Red, Green and Blue — only $1.00. Large
Pen, 48¢c each. At nearby 5 & 10's, stationery,
drug, department and other stores.

O E LINCK CO. Inc., Clifton 1 N.J

EAT

ANYTHING'!

ORA-FIX

holds
dentures
fast-
all day!

Use Ora Dentwre Cleanser, toe
BETTER...Dy MoKESSON

| x7vio

CORN PAN

SI“PS' Super - Fast
B | Nerve-Deep

You can depend on
Dr. Scholl's Zino- RELIEF!

pads for fast rolief
from pain and

double-quick removal
of corms. Try them ! 2
r S
Dr Scholls “’r

Zino pads

BUY BONDS

Plagued Day And
Night with Bladder
Discomfort?

Unwise eating or drinking may be a
source of mild, but annoying bladder irri-
tations — making you feel restless, tense,
and uncomfortable. And if restleas nights,
with nagging backache, headache or mus.
cular aches and pains due to over-exertion,
strain or emotional upset, are adding to
your misery—don’t wait—try Doan's Pills.

Doan's Pills act 38 ways for speedy re-
lief. 1 — They have a soothing effect on
bladder irritations, 2— A fast pain-reliev-
ing action on nagging backache, head-
aches, muscular aches and paina, 3 — A
wonderfully mild diuretic action thru the
kidneys, tending to increase the output of
the 15 miles of kidney tubes. So, get the
same happy relief millions have enjoyed
for over 60 years. New, large, economy
sise saves money. Get Doan’s Pllls today !

The Taste

of Ashes

While millions listened, the voice that had brought him
fame faltered and was silenced; what happened to
Bill Stern that day at the Sugar Bowl was only

the beginning of the depths of despair he had to reach

before he could start the slow climb to personal victory

by BILL STERN

Last week Bill Stern told of the tragic car
accident which led not only to the amputation
of his left leg but, even worse, to his becoming
a victim of marcotics. In this concluding
installment, he tells of the humiliating depths
he reached and of his long painful climb up the
road to recovery and final victory over drugs.
Both installments are excerpted from his auto-
biography, “The Taste of Ashes,” written with
Oscar Fraley. Copyright © 1959 by Oscar
Fraley and Bill Stern. By permission of Henry
Holt & Co., Inc., 383 Madison Ave., New York
17, N. Y.

Asuawmmc psychological crisis arose inmy
life in 1952 when the top brass at NBC
informed me that the important duties of
sports director were going to be taken away
from me and given to somebody else.

I was outraged at the decision. After all, I
told myself with furious bitterness, I had
organized the NBC sports department, and
now that it was running smoothly they were
casting me aside.

In retrospect I realize that I was a mental
and physical wreck even then, but somehow,
although I was constantly in the public eye,
I managed to conceal my condition from the
world.

I was rapidly approaching bottom, and my
work was suffering correspondingly, although
I stubbornly refused to admit it to myself. But
now I was requiring several half-grain injec-
tions of morphine to satisfy my need, and I was
visiting the doctor almost daily. This meant
more sleeping pills at night, if I was to get any
rest at all, followed by the rousing effects of
Benzedrine in the morning.

The day finally came in June, 1952, when I
found it impossible to continue. It was mid-
afternoon and I was lying on a couch in my
office in dull-eyed despair, racked by waves
of chills and fever, when Tom Gallery, who
had taken my place as sports director, came
in to discuss some broadcasting plans with me.
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His words seemed vague and distant, with-
out sense or meaning, and my mind struggled
to grasp what he was saying.

Finally Gallery stopped talking and stared
down at me with a puzzled frgwn on his face.
He inspected me silently for suveral minutes,
then, though the words seemed to be coming
from a great distance, I could detect the sym-
pathy in his voice when he said, “Bill, why
don’t you go home?”

All I remember of the rest of that day was
the startled look on Harriet's face when I was
helped into my house, and my own jumbled
thinking that now, at last, something would
have to be done, some resolute decision taken.

I agreed to go to a private institution to take
the cure. It was the first of two futile attempts
to escape my private hell.

T LONG LAST, on Jan. 2, 1956, came my per-
sonal Armageddon.

The situation at NBC had slowly become
more painful, and I finally resigned to go with
the American Broadcasting Company. I took
along a sponsor’s contract for a network sports
show at $125,000 a year. My personal contract
with ABC was for $55,000.

Professionally I was on top of the world
when ABC sent me to New Orleans to televise
the annual Sugar Bowl game. But it was to be
aday of shame, disgrace, and utter humiliation.

The visit opened on an ominous note when
I had difficulty locating a doctor who would
give me an injection. Complaining of my pains
and certainly looking ill, I talked him into giv-
ing me what actually was an overdose, the
night before the game. Before going to bed, I
left a call for 7 in the morning. Later that night
I complicated matters by taking an overdose
of sleeping pills.

From that moment on, everything is a bad
dream. I recall awakening and summoning the
doctor who had given the injection the previ-
ous night. At first, he refused to give me
another but finally yielded to my pleas. When
he had done his job and left, I passed out




