Fickle deodorants fade away

Tru st Vet

CREAM

Also Stick and Spray

o the cream deodorant with

an exclusive two-way

formula for double protection
- stops odor all day long, checks
perspiration instantly. Use Veto,
trust Veto, every day.
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(See Howe Party on CRE-TV]

Art Linkletter says
“My favorite recips for

BRAN

MUFFINS

Is right on the Kellopg's
All-Bron padkoge.
Try it toduy!”
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BOY SI.EEPS
572 YEARS |

—not a bed sore on
his body, reports mother

“My boy has had seeping sickness for 544 -
yoars, In all that time hin skin has remained

freah and healihy —with no bed sores,

thanks to your Dermauage.” —a Irae tetti-

-llul'" Medicated
n comfort (o patients in over 4,000
Hl’.lﬂ'lh\l.‘i Instanily relieves and beals
dry, chapped, i £ shim and other irrita.
tions, Soothes and tones wtiff, cramped
muscies instantly —
body! Ask for it today—at all
drug counters. (*name on request.) | '

d MEDICATED |
l'cud!Ht-uMlu.u .
Mas-alcnholic, sat greeey, con'l e

Dermassage gives daily

refreshes your entire

BETTER SCHOOLS BUILD
BETTER COMMUNITIES

MULTIPLE SCLEROSIS
Potients need help

Relax Nervous Tension

to End Sleepless Nights! 7"'

glorious, worry-free sleep! Awaken

Sleep nudly this safe way—getup
refreshed, with no 'doped” feeling!

When failure to sleep is due to
nervous tension, take DORMIN
sleeping capsules DOR\{IN con-
tains A hospital-testsd “tension-
relicver”. With this sale sedative
discovery. you swiftly drift off to

refreshed, alert in the moming!
Contains no habit-forming
drugs! No other sleeping aid sold
directly to the public has proved »
s0 safe. so effective for so mnw
vears! Get amazing DORMI

$1.00 at druggists. Get your regular «

night’s sleep or money back!

by Dick Emmons

Art by Ken Kenniston

Ir ANYBODY wants to know anything

about women's minds, it's best

to consult an authority on the

subject. I'm home Sunday afternoons,
by appointment.

My latest adventure into women's
thinking has to do with my wife's
sorcery in the malter of adding to her
wardrobe. My bride—thé type who
*never has o thing to wear,” but wears
it very becomingly—Ilong ago hit upon
a hit of treachery that may have a
familiar ring to a lot of you fellows.

The gimmick is to insist that the
husband hop over to the haberdashery
and pick himsell out a few new shirts
or a pair of slacks. A day or so alter
the witless breadwinner makes his
purchase under pressure, the girl of
his dreams begins making throaty,
little sounds about needing o new out-
fit. The scheme was used on me a few
weeks ago, shortly after 1 had fought
my way clear of a men's store with a
new sport coat and superficial bruises,

“Sorry, wren,” | sald when the topic
came up, “I'm afrald your new outfit
will have to wait until we get some
new money, The stull we've been using
is getting pretty threadbare.”

“You hought yoursell a new sport
conl the other day.” my wife trilled.
“We seemed to have enough for that!”

“That's exactly the reason there
isn't—" 1 started.
The girl began to sniffle. “What's
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sauce for the gander” she began, and
1 threw up my hands in defeat

The goose went downtown shortly
after reveille the next day with a smile
on her lips and a checkbook, slung low
in a leg holster, Happing cagerly at her
side. By the time she returned, our
joint bank account was bleeding from
overy pore.

A day or so ago as [ started to leave
for the office she tried the same trick-
ery, but this time I was ready. “You're
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I'm Clothes-Unconscious

not going into Winter with that hat, 1
trust?” she exclaimed, pointing to my
one and only fedora and doubling up
with mock laughter,

Oh, no you don't, I told myself.
“This hat happens to be the best hat 1
ever had," 1 said. “There is a rapport
between this hat and my head seldom
found in these days of flux. I would not
give up this hat at gunpoint.”

“It's ludierous!" she eried, shaking
helplessly. “Mothers, unable to explain
its appearance, will herd their children
to the other side of the street. Dogs
will trail you for blocks convinced it's
something half-eaten that's to be dis-
carded momentarily.”

Her rhetoric stopped me short. “It's
that bad?™ 1T asked slowly, fingering the
beloved, fluted edge of the brim and
remembering fondly all the wild chases
we two had known on windy days.

“I"wouldn't wear it to a dog fight.”
my wifle said.

“lI don't go to many dog fights,” I
replied, brightening.

“1 think something in a pearl grey
would be nice." she remarked, ignoring
me. “Medium crown. Narrow, snap
brim. I'll call the store and let them
know you're coming."

I sighed heavily. “Tell you what, why
don't we just pretend 1 bought a new
hat and then, turnabout being fair play,
you pretend you bought a new purse
and we'll be even,” 1 suggested.

“What a quaint little idea!" she said,
smiling evilly. “There's just one flaw
in it. I wanted you to get a new hat
because what's sauce for the goose is
sauce for the gander, you know."

“You mean you've already—!" 1
exploded.

“Red alligator. 1 simply couldn't re-
sist it. But then I began to worry about
that twisted old hat of yours.”

“Don't give it another thought" 1
groansd. "I'm buying a new one today.
It's going to have an eight-inch brim I
can pull down over my eyes when 1
pass the bank.”




