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Jury, They came at last,
i self-consclously across the
ly hall,
‘dining-room fell silent before
appearance, and even the tur-
hall was hushed as the fore-
stepped forward and began
ng from a paper. In a ‘very
I voilce he intoned, “We, the
find that the deceased, Nora
came to hér death on the
nth of October, nineteen
htee, between eight and nine-
~P. M. through shock and
‘hage, caused by being hit on
head by a sharp Instrument held
hand of person or persons
t was all. No names. No rec-
endation of holding any one to
‘grand jury.
2 Donahcy rose. The rustlings
had begun in the room ceased
¥, 80 did the jubilation in my
For he sald, “You have heard
inding of the coromer's jury.
Jury is now dismissed. This
will remain in the hands of
inspector ' of police until fur
r evidence warrants calling in
district attorney of Queen's
. Pending investigation nn
will be allowed, withour
ission to leave the premises.”

A

CHAPTER X

WENTUALLY every one guieted
n. The sharp outbreak of
ts dropped to more consider-
- mndertones at that phrase,
thout permission.” I overheard
‘Watkins reminding each other
they had meant to stay till
ay, anyway, and presently
Crane’s volce was audible to
telling them that Dan was
ng on, too, that he planned
ke his wife's body to the cem-
on Monday morning, He-want-
jponly the simplest ceremony at
grave. She sald that she and
L ‘Kellers were golng with him.
. When the main hall had been
ed of all the outsiders the
3 streamed out into it again.
2hind us, in the dining room,
footed efliciency was setting
the paraphernalla of another
et luncheon,
ry one reacted from the tens-
ty; laughter kept breaking out,
wolces ran Incautiously high, then,
membering, dropped to undeftones
it were still lively,
- I never felt lonelier In my life. 1
' wanted some one to talk it over
th, and I hadn't anybody; Deck
jd wanished Inte the drawing
room and- Mitchell, too, was no-
swhere to be seen,

Then I heard Deck’s volce, sharp
the crack of a whip. “Damn it
Donahey, I told you myself that

. never went through. ... Am
to blame because the village tele-
ne girl doesn’'t happen to re-
ber that I- asked for a New

York number?’ _
could see the back of Deck’s
ead; he was confronting Donahey
er that table of -notes. I saw
it Van Alstyn's brown head,
ited towards him, a little on one
de. I.saw Harriden standing be-
her, caught a glimpse of his

¥y profile. )

. Donahey stared stolidly, “Bessie
. Amiermann’s got a very good mem-
ory, Mr. Deck. It seems queer to
that a man who goes away from

lance call doesn’t walt to get It—
" that he goes upstairs after a lost

I was watching Deck so closely
‘that I saw Clancy the officer touch
‘hlm, saying something, and Deck

phout looking around, drew out

elgarette case from his pocket,
goft brown leather one I had
before, and passed it back,
8n he sald, “Come, Mr. Inspector,
't pretend you yourself never

} tired waliting for a connection

#nd went off after something else.”
. “Well—” mumbled Donahey.

“Well?" challenged Deck, “Are

) going on with this Indefinitely?

| telling you that I've got to

back on the job tomorrow or my
yaper will want you fellows to say
” ol h:

-:’ didn't notice what was hap-
ng untll I saw the funny look
Clancy's face, He was holding
cigarette case In his hands and
ng it with slow, Investigating
ers,. Then he pushed up beside
k in front' of the table,

He was dumping out the contents
the case, I saw the clgarettes
e out, one after the other, and

with another,K shake, some-

‘thing else came rolling out. Instant-
‘the heads closed over It; I

n't see what t;::n. I heard

cried sharply, “It's the dlamond!”
and Harriden pushed forward.

We were all pushing forward.
Through the confusion Deck’s volce
came, sharp with anger. “I tell you
I only picked the thing up again a
.few minutes ago—I left it about
this morning.”

I had reached Mitchell now, “Oh,
that's true—don’t yon remember he
asked you for a cigarette this morn-
ing?™ I gasped. *“Oh, do get in to
them and tell them sol"

“Steady now,” Mitchell was mur-
muring. He put his hand over
mine as it gripped his arm.

Harriden's voice dominated the
confusion. He stood over Deck like
a madman; he looked as if it was
all he could do to keep his hands
off him.

“Nora's dlamond!” he hurled at
him. “The big pendant that was
worth the lot . . . So you hid it out,
eh? You dirty thiefl.. You dirty
killer! By God, ‘we've got you—
we've got you now!” o

And then Donahey, trylng to
make himself heard, “Mr. Harriden,
pleagse—"

There was no stopping Harriden.
All thp hatred that had been work-
Ing in the man, all the festering
suspicion seething in him since
Elkins' report of Deck’s threaten-
ing words came out now, like pent-
up gall

“You hound! You skunk! Chas.
ing after my wife, making her life
miserable with your Importunities.
Entreating her to be ‘compassion-
ate'—to take pity on your ‘love-
gick *soul'! Soul!” He spat out a
vile word. “Begging to drown
yourself in her eyes! . . . You'll
be drowned in quicklime before I'm
through with you!”

And Deck, very straight and stiff.
“You're crazy, Harriden. A man
can't resent Insults from one in
your condition.”

“Your conditlon is what will
worry you—when they put you in
handctiff and lead you to the death
cell—when they drag you, whining
and puling, to the electric chalrl”

And then Letty Van Alstyn
fainted.

She dropped like a stone at Har-
riden’s feet, and he stood there, his
fury checked, looking blankly down
at her. The faint did not last long;
the women kneeling by her were
still asking for more air, for water,
for cushions, when 1 heard her voice
saying, rather weakly, but with com-
plete control, “How—silly! But I
didn't eat—much breakfast. I've
been faeling—faint.”

She got up very quickly; I saw
Harriden go to her side and say
something; she gave him a quick
upward glance, then moved away.
Ag If he had forgotten Deck he went
heavily after.

I stood there, shaken through and
through. I turned to Mitchell but
he had left me; he was standing be-
gide the table picking up the aban-
doned cigarettes.

The inspector was saying, his
volce unemotional agaln, “This will
take some disproving, you know,
Mr. Deck.” And the words sent the
quick thought to me that the only
way to disprove this about Deck
was to prove something else about
some one else,
~ I thought of Anson. If that hand-
kerchief I was sure she had seen
had been in Letty Van Alstyn's
room !

Letty had fainted. Perhaps she
hadn’t realized, until that moment,
the consequences of throwing that
suspicion upon Deck.

Now, when she was still shaken,
was the time to confront her with
that handkerchief evidence , , . If
only Anson could be found . .. She
must have come out of hiding by
OOW . . .

I ran up the stairs; I took the
left-hand branch, so as to pass
along the main hall, looking for
some mald to question.

The door into the prince's room
was open and looking In, I saw the
mald who did my own room, busied
about it.

“Have you seen Anson yet? I
sald breathlessly.

She stopped on her way to the
closet with a pair of slippers in her
hand,

! “We haven't seen her, Miss Seton,
Not since that time you were talk-
ing with her this morning.”

I moved away, thinking I had bet-
ter get hold of Mitchell. Then, I
heard the maid scream. I had never
heard such blood-curdling shrieks
in my life, Shriek after shriek, My
legs stumbled under me as I ran
back to her.

She was backing hysterically
away from the closet, her apron
over her head.

“What is it? What—"

_Bhé moaned, “Oh, in there—in

Ml"; .

into it. Fell upon a pair
limp, black, low-heeled
lying on their sides out from
a man's heavy, fur-lined over-

Anson was In the closet. Slumped
a little heap. She was cold to
touch,
did not scream. It seemed to

me as if I could never make any
sound again, but I did, over my
shoulder, to the people crowding
now in back of me,.

“She's dead,” 1 got out huskily.

“Anson's dead.”

CHAPTER Xi

NSON was dead . .. Choked to

death and thrust behind one of
the prince’s overcoats. Her pretty
face was dark and terrible in con-
gestion. She was rigld In death.
She had been dead five or six hours
they sald.

The police were already with us:
very soon the medical examiner
made his appearance, together with
Doctor Olliphant,

A dazed horror hung over the
house. Anson—dead, The second
:}utdar. The thing was Inexplica-

e.

“There’s a maniac hiding in this
house |” the princess declared In ex-
citement. “I have felt it! Ecco—
Miss Seton heard him in the night—
In her room! A miracle she was not
murdered in her very bed!”

It was the first expression of be-
llef in my story I had heard from
the haughty princess.

One of the strangest, most puz-
zling things about it to me was that
out of Anson’s stiff, clenched hand
the medical examiner had pried a
bright, ‘brown crescent, set with glit-
tering stones.

Letty Van Alstyn’s halr ornament.
The broken thing she had thrown
away and permlitted Anson to carry
off—and then demanded back from
her,

It didn't make sense. She couldn't
have been murdered.for its posses-
slon, or the murderer would have
taken it away, And why had she
got it back from Miss Van Alstyn?

We were a dreadfully shaken
group of people,

With drawn revolvers the police
tramped through room after room,
peering behind doors, beneath beds,
Investigaiing the basement, the
storerooms, the laundries, the wine

The Prince Was Most Self-
Possessed.

cellar, And there was not a trace
of an Invader to be found in that
great house. There was not a clue
except the brown crescent, and not
a8 mark on the closet door except
the prints of the mald who found
the body. No one had seen Anson
alive since the time that I had
talked with her in the haill

Donahey had us herded all to-
gether again in the drawing room,
and bhe barked his questions at us
with the manner of a thoroughly
belligerent and bewildered man.

“And just what time was that,
Miss Seton?’ he snapped.

I hurried to give an approxima-
tion of the time. He summed up,
“Well, you'd say it was a little be-
fore nine when you saw her? And
you were the last person that saw
her alive,”

“I think the Prince Rancinl was
the last person,” I sald quickly, re-
membering. “She left me to go back
to his room.”

Donahey shot one of his gimlet
glances up at Rancinl “How about
that, prince?”

The prince was most self-pos-
sessed, most affable in his reply.
“Miss Seton is mistaken—1I1 left be-
fore the poor girl re-entered, I
passed through the apartment of my
wife and when I came out they
were still talking in the hall”

“How about that, Miss Seton? He
says you were still talking togeth-
er when he left the premises.”

“Well, I didn’t see him,” was all I
could say.

“They were very busy talking,”
sald the prince with satisfaction.

Donahey looked curlously at me.
“What were you talking about?”

“] was waiting to ask her about
whether she had seen any handker-
chief drying on Friday evening. I
had noticed that she didn't volun-
teer things directly unless she was
asked, and I hadn't heard that
asked.” 3

“Couldn’t you walt for the In-
guest?" 3

“After all the things said about

.| me here I think I bad a right to in-

a8 much as I could to find

“All right, all right. You were
waiting to Investigate. Then what
were her exact words that passed
between you?”

I don't know why his overbear-
ing manner should have been so in-

Rancinl smiled boldly back. “A
pretty mald—" He shrugged.

“Anything else?” sald Donahey
shortly to me,

“T asked her why she didn't com-
plain to the princess, and she sald
that the mald was always wrong.
Then she said she'd have to go back
for the towels she had forgotten. 1
asked her to wait, and we had the
talk about the handkerchief.”

“What'd she tell you?"

“Not a thing. But I had the very
definite impression that she had
gsomething on her mind. She sald
she’d tell all she knew downstairs
at the inquest, but she didn't like
to make trouble—any one might
have washed out a handkerchief.
Then she went back into the room.
And I don’t think she thought that
Prince Rancini had come out of it
while we were talking,” I flung out,
“for she looked awfully bothered at
having to go in again.”

My eyes encountered Donahey's
cynically thoughtful face, I won-
dered if he was thinking the same
thing as I was. Suppose Rancini
had been in the room when Anson
returned—suppose he had grabbed
her and she had started to scream?
In his anger and panic he might
have choked her and choked harder
than he meant, He was a big fel-
low.

But ticking away, deep down iIn
my mind, was the insistent thought
that Anson had known something.
Something about a handkerchief
drying on a radiator. Something that
was silenced now forever.

. The prince had muttered, half an-
gry, half soothing. “That is non-
sensel! There was nothing . ., .”

“All right, prince,” Donahey
agreed. “The girl goes back to your
room but you aren't there—that’s
your story, and you stick to it. But
now sometime after that, any time
in the next hour or so, somebody
in that room got hold of her and
choked her to death. Now where
was everybody for that next hour?”

It was hard to discover where
every one had been duwing that
hour for they had moved about so
much. Rancinl sald he had gone

{downstairs for.a time, then up to.

the Kellers' sitting-room on the sec-
ond floor where he and his wife
had walted with the Kellers and
Mrs. Crane for the summons to the
inquest. The only ones who declared
they had stayed definitely in their
own rooms during the entire time
were Alan Deck, Harriden and my-
self,

Harriden stated he had been eith-
er in his own room or in his wife's
room the entire morning, and that
he had heard no disturbance of any
kind in the Rancinl apartment.
“And if I had, I wouldn't have
cared!” Deck sald he had been in
his room, but that he had no proof
of it. I could offer no proof, either,
that I had stayed In my room, aft-
er the time the maid had gone to
deliver my two notes,

I had a bad time over those notes.
The one to Mitchell was easily ex-
plained, but when I admitted that
I had written to Alan Deck asking
him to come to see me I saw a
gleam in' Donahey's eyes.

“Well, now, Miss Seton, why did
you want to see him?”

“It was pretty lonely, waiting for
that inquest. And since Mr, Harri-
den had linked us in his accusa-
tions, 1 felt we had a lot to talk
over.”

Then he sald to Deck, “You didn't
come up this morning, though?”

“Didn't get the letter till too
late.. The mald had left it for me
on the table, and I didn't see it in
time.”

“Left it lylng—1 thought you
were In your room all that time?”

Deck hesitated. Then he sald
lightly, +<‘Practically all. There
were a few minutes when I popped
into Mitchell's room, next mine, to
get some cigarettes—you may re-
member my case was mislald. And
I hadn't any supplies left. I walited
a bit for Mitchell, then came back.”

So it all went on. There was
nothing else brought out that
seemed to matter. At the last the
inspector concentrated on the sub-
ject of Deck’s cigarette case, when
he thought he had lost it, when he
first found it again—in the hall,
Deck said, on one of the tables, he
couldn’t remember exactly where—
and then, very suddenly, as if his
mind were making itself up, Dona-
hey told the rest of us we were ex-
cused and retained Deck for a more
private Investigation.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Your Pajamas Ars Indiam

When we go to bed In pajamas,
we are wearing the sort of cloth-
ing that is worn as ordinary daily
dress by vast numbers of the na-
tives of India. “Pejama”™ is the
name In that country, and long ago
British people in India found that
this native style of clothing was
best for night wear In hot climates.
So they started to wear “pejamas,”
and when they came home to Eng-
land they introduced the sleeping
sults here, with the name slightly

Pei)ple Demand
Real Security

Active Interest of
Re]igioils Bodies
Seen as Solution
of Our Troubles

By EARL GODWIN

ASHINGTON.—Beneath the

uproar of a political cam-

palgn the great thing the

people want I8 security.
This craving is the reason for the
growing support for old age pen-
slons, farm loan betterments and
well-managed rellef. It is the rea-
son for the appearance of a deeply
religious feeling on the part of
milllons of devoted American church
folks that it is high time to let a
little of the kingdom of heaven into
the affairs of state.

Security in old age is so greatly
to be desired that four million peo-
ple are still supporting the Town-
send old age plan, despite expos-
ures of its unworkable premises.
The Townsend people gain the first
page, but as my friend Congress-
man Maury Maverick of Texas says,
“You can’t eat the front page,” Na-
tional security can come only by
well laid foundations, such as that
now guaranteed in the soclial secur-
ity law which starts off slowly pro-
viding now at least $30 monthly for
600,000 old folks in 32 states. More
people in more states will get
aboard in time; more money is
surely to be provided in time; but
it will be real money, not the inflated
and useless money of the Townsend
plan,

These things run through the
mass mind of America along with
the rumblings of discontent over re-
lief; and no one is more discontent-
ed over relief than Roosevelt, whose
all embracing plan includes a na-
tion of people working in an eco-
nomic plan where federal relief is
unnecessary. Meantime I am going
to be bold enough to say that the
real solution of our troubles begins
to appear in the active interests of
many religious bodies. Man-made
economies, based on too great a
love of business and not enough
love of the individual, may never
work again. At the same time the
simple and strong tenets of the ser-
mon on the mount and the Golden
Rule are coming more and more
to the front. These precepts con-
tain the depths of wisdom and are
at the bottom of the liberal and pro-
gressive policies. They were found-
ed with creation at a time when
corporations were yet to be devised.

Significant, therefore, is the de-
cision of the Church of Latter Day
Saints to take care of its own 80,000
people on relief, going back to the
0Old Testament practice of tithing on
the part of the more fortunate mem-
bers. This is a good example of
taking care of the unfortunate on
the basis of genuine love for one's
neighbor. It takes away the pro-
fessional charity worker, than
whom there is no greater blight.
Those who deal in the depths of
religious philosophy are convinced
that a return to first principles is
the one way out of chaos. I think
Roosevelt is basing his statecraft
on these principles.

™ * = @

FACTS ABOUT NRA

The Dupont boys and the Liberty
league had a grand celebration the
other day on the anniversary of the
death of NRA, which went down
under a court opinion. To harmonize
with their views the Wall Street
Journal's first page carried a pon-
tifical announcement by some man-
niken of industry proclaiming that
industry had kept the faith and
that without NRA everything was
lovely in industry; that wages are
high and hours short and everybody
satisfied. The Impression the Big
Business boys would like to gen-
erate is that NRA was a crazy so-
clalistic bit of bunk; that nothing
but ill came of It; and that the
only reason we are progressing at
all is because NRA and the Blue
Eagle are no more.

The facts are that working hours
have increased while in many in-
stances wage cutting has been
acute, particularly among indus-
tries with rates at so much per
hour. One thing that NRA fostered
was the five-day week in Industry
which put many more men to work.
That has practically disappeared.
Child 7labor has increased whereas
NRA was certainly keeping the kids
out of factories and giving the jobs
to men. The family budget of
industrial employees had more
money for food and clothes; and
that boosted the farmers' income,
Now the Big Boys of Industry point
to increased production and better
profits and all that—but they ap-
parently are taking it out of the
hides of their employees.

I know department stores where
the girls are working longer for
less money. . . . And purchasing
power is lagging behind.

NRA helped smooth out labor
troubles; and on the day Liberty
leaguers were celebrating the death
of NRA there were 50,000 men' on
strike in this country, whereas their
disputes could have been settled un-
der the NRA codes.
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STOPS. RELIEF FOR CITIES

Not only individuals went broke

in the post war depressions; our|

chief mendicants were clties and
other. minor governmental units,
about two thousand of them. Tat-
tered and ragged in a financial
sense was the proud city of Detroit;
and it was because of Detroit's
plight that Senator Couzens of that
city helped put through the law giv-
ing these busted communities a
chance to recoup themselves by a
sort of bankruptcy process, It was
a practical scheme to let the busted
towns scale down their bonded
debts, borrow some money from the
Reconstruction Finance corporation
and thus keep the creditors from
taking the municipal shirts right
off the cities’ backs, Congress was
doing for large aggregations of in-
dividuals in citles just what it was
dolng for the single individual who
was In trouble with the mortgage
holder.

But in the case of one district
down in Texas a small group of
bondholders kicked; they wanted all
or nothing and went to court and
eventually the Supreme court
knocked out this law in a highly
legalistic and extremely unrealistic
opinfon. It is an opinion that stops
about 2,000 cities from getting the
financial rellef they should get (al-
though in some instances their
financial condition has improved).
It was a decision in which five
judges voted the law was unconsti-
tutional and four believed it was O.
K.; and strange to say, Chief Justice
Hughes voted with the minority.

The majority of conservatives
based their opinion on something
that Chilef Justice Chase said near-
ly a hundred years ago.The old
dead hand of pre-Civil war states’
rights dictated this opinion throngh
the legalistic minds of the five con-
servatives on a court of nine. Yet
the states themselves wanted this
law for the benefit of their poverty
stricken citles; just as the states
want to walve any and all state
rights if rich old Uncle Sam will
take care of the poor and jobless
men and women where the states
can’'t. But states’ rights are greater
than the solution of any national
problem In the eyes of the court’s
majority. And so we are once
again tied tp what some one said a
hundred years ago .. . It is much
like China,
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CHILD LABOR AMENDMENT

Mention of child labor reminds
me there is considerable talk about
a drive to put over the constitution-
al amendment against child labor.
Twenty-four states have ratified the
amendment ; twenty-two have reject-
ed it. Those which have rejected
it are permitted to change their ac-
tion to ratification but those ratify-
ing must stick to their decision.
There is a strong tide against a
child labor amendment or any such
legislation on the part of the rural
distriets. Cities and Industrial cen-
ters, where child labor abuses are
bad, strongly support child labor
prohibitions and they are the spots
whence come the present demand
for an end to the abuses.

Farmers' representatives here say
that farmers look to their children
for help at planting and harvest
times; and they feel that while the
government Is seeking to wipe ocut
real abuses that such legislation
might also prohibit a farm boy and
girl from dolng the necessary chores,

This child labor amendment may
become a political issue. The young-
er Americans who have been suf-
fering under the depression and
who are taking an Interest in.gov-
ernment are all for this limitation
on youngsters golng into industry
while the old folks are thrown out
of jobs, If the matter comes to a
vote you would find about 70 per
cent of Democrats for it; about half
the Republicans, most all of labor
and only a small section of the
votes in the farm belt.
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THEY DO NOT PAY

Now s the time of year when the
European governments should pay
this government an installment on
their war debt; but they will let it
go without even an apology. They
owe, all told, $13,670,087,391; and
they are now over a billion dollars
behind in their half-yearly install-
ments to pay off this huge debt.
Finland, which owes a small amount,
pays regularly at the rate of $167,-
000 every six months; and that’s
the only money Uncle Sam is get-
ting back for the billions loaned tor
war purposes. If Europe would
pay, our taxes would be much lower.

Officials here keep a straight face
about these debts and refuse to dis-
cuss them: but privately they ad-
mit they never expect to see Europe
pay a nickel—outside of Finland.
France, Germany, England and
Italy are now using money they cwe
us—and they are using it to build
up new war machines; more armies,
more navies and new devices to
wipe each other out by the cityful
in the next European war.

Of course Europe needs more
money ; needs it from us and can’t
get more credit while she owes us
anything. That is fixed by the
Johnson law. So Europe now and
then makes guarded suggestions
hinting a full payment to us—but
that would merely be like paying off
a debt of five dollars In order to
be able to borrow about twenty.

However, 1 don't look to any fur-
their financial dealings with Eu-
rope In any event; our national
spirit now is against monkeying
with a European war in any way—
and certainly with our present neu-

‘countenance the financing

er war over fl
. .“
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times more likely to be so honored
if she is married.
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to grow In America, our commereial

beekeepers would have to go out of
| business. Most flowers yield little
or no nectar, from which bees make
honey,
supply is furnished by the clovers.

About three fourths of the

There ‘are 1,200 natural lakes in
the state of Nebraska.

Food as well as drink for crops
now flows in some irrigation ditches

in southern California. A little am-

monia gas is mixed with the water,

and extensive tests have shown that
plants thrive better on this liguid
diet than on solid fertilizer.

Recent tests have shown that files

are attracted by light colors, espe-
cially white and cream., They have
no real color sense, but a luminous

surface suggests the brightness and

warmth which they seek.

More than 30,000,000 tin cans are
used in the United States each year,
Farm crops in every can.

There is no truth in the old betia
that cucumbers contain a polsonons
Juice which can be counteracted by
soaking them in salt water. The

soaking merely wilts and toughens

them,

Soviet Russia is reported to have
more than 1,000 scientists working
on problems of plant improvement.

“Some llke it hot, some like it
cold,” the old nursery rhyme, seems
to hold for plants as well as for hu-
mans. In Yellowstone park plants
have been found growing in the wa-
ter of hot springs just 27 degrees be-
low the boiling point; and in the
polar regions other plants grow in
water at freezing temperatures,

There is no foundation for the no-
tion that sour cream contains more
Sutterfat than sweet cream. The
fact is that only butter of inferior
quality can be made from it.—Coun-
try Home Magazine.

Romans Knew

Near Mikuloy, in Czechoslovakia,
a two-thousand-year-old Roman camp
has been found, with evidence that
the Romans had a system of central
heating. The finde reveal that heat
was circulated through hollow
spaces in the walls.
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Black-Draught’s Reputation

Drugglsts, Jewelers. Music dealers: Buy
stringed Iul:rnrmnu and supplies fromt
right source, Wholesale catalog *“A." Bi.
Louls Muslec Bupply Co., Bt, Louls, Me.

DAISY FLY KILLE

No Need to Suffer
“Morning Sickness”

“Morning sickness” —is caunsed by an
acid condition. To avoid it, acid must be
offset by alkalis—such as magnesia.
Why Physicians Recommend
Milnesia Wafers
These mint-flavored, candy-like wafers are
ure milk of magnesia in solid form—
Ehamoﬂplmmt way to take it. Each
wafer is approximat el§uqulhqnfnﬂdnlt
dose of liquid milk of magnesia.

Chewed
thoro , then swallowed, correct
m_:idit;;lrsill::l {hn mouth and tlngglww the

lete eliminat

guuse gas, headaches, bloated feelings and
a dozen other discomforts. ofn--‘
Milnesia Wafers come in bottles :
ﬁ:%cmdﬁocmpmivdy. and in
convenient tins for your handbag contain-
ing 12 :tZOc.EuhwafuuM_
one adult dose of milk of magnesia. All
good drug stores sell andrecommend them.
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