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SLEEP IMPROVED Jy ¢

- ONE THING ONLY
IN 3-YR. UNIVERSITY TEST!

Of all the things that were
tested, Ovaltine alone improved
the QUALITY of SLEEP. ..

36 MEN AND WOMEN SLEPT FOR
A TOTAL OF 6,800 TEST-NIGHTS

Experiment conducted by men
well-known for Sleep Research

N a recent series of scientific experiments in a

leading University, Ovaltine was the only thing
tested which improved the quality of sleep!

It was the only thing which made sleep more
restful and the only thing which increased the
percentage of mornings on which sleepers awoke
well-rested!

One entire phase of this investigation was de-
voted to the question of whether ‘‘taking” certain
things at bedtime affects sleep . . .

After determining the normal sleep habits of the
36 human subjects in this test, the investigators
gave them various things to take at bedtime.

For example: —On certain nights they gave them
a sandwich. On other nights a cup of hot milk
... On other nights one or another of two well-
known sleep drugs.

And-on still other nights they gave them a cup
of Ovaltine (included at the wish of the investigators
because of its wide use as a sleep aid).

Of all these things Ovaltine alone improved the

.

Eating a sandwich
did not aid sleep.
Neitherdid hot milk.
Of the two sleep
drugs tested, one
brought quicker
sleep, the other
lengthened sleep.
Neither increased
sleep’s restfulness.

When the sleepers

awoke they were
obliged to report
whether they felt
well-rested or not.
Theonly thingtested
which increased the
number of mornings
on which sleepers
awoke well-rested ...
was Ovaltine!

(RIGHT) Clocks and a rotating chart were connected to
each bed, whereby the time and extent of the sleepers’
““Tossing and Turning’”’ were recorded . . . Ovaltine,
alone, reduced restless ents of sleepers at night!

Copr. 1938, The Wander Company
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quality of sleep ... To summarize the results:—
1. The food-at-bedtime did not aid sleep.
2. Hot milk did not aid sleep.

3. Of the two sleep drugs, one put the sleepers to
sleep more quickly, while the other prolonged their
sleep. (Both these results were expected from medical
experience, thus confirming the accuracy of the test.)
Neither drug, however, made sleep more restful or
increased the feeling of being well-rested on waking.

4. Ovaltine reduced the restless movements of the
sleepers at night. It also increased the number of
mornings on which they awoke well-rested. It ex-
erted these effects whether taken hot or cold, in
milk or water, thus establishing that it was Ovaltine

45

(ABOVE) The 36 men
and women who took
part in this experiment
were carefully in-
structed in the exact
procedure of the test.
They slept a total of
6,800 test-nights, in
order to determine
whether ““taking’’ cer-
tain thingsatnight will
aid sleep or not . . .

(LEFT) Will “any hot
drink aid sleep’’—as
people often say? This
experiment disproved
it! Of the various things
tested in this experi-
ment, Ovaltine was the
only one which made
sleep more restful!

(RIGHT)

Chart ““A” shows
the ‘‘tossing and
turning’’ typical of
a poor sleeper at
night. Chart “B’’
shows the fewer
movements which
are typical of a bet=
ter quality of sleep.

walic il
which improved the quality of sleep . ..

A study of this investigation indicates that to se-
cure the fullest benefits from Ovaltine it should be
taken regularly! Since it is not a drug it is not habit-
forming. But it is a mighty good habit to form.

So if you do not sleep well, try Ovaltine. Take it
every night for a few weeks. See if it won’t help you
sleep better and wake up more refreshed.

Get a can of Ovaltine and make it your regular
“Nighteap.”” Starting tonight.

Ovaltine is a food. It was originated 40 years
ago. Widely used as a restorative food by
convalescents, expectant and nursing mothers,
the aged, and as a ‘“‘building” food

for children. Helps nourish you while ==
you sleep. Rich in vitamins, minerals. ﬁ
Doctorsapproveit. Used in 57 countries!

OVALTINE

The World's “Nightcap”
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~-collected these rare old blends to prove that
Seagram’s Crowns taste finer than whiskies
of “the old days” s e

Men everywhere are choosing Crowns— for their
finer taste. From July, 1935, to December, 1937 —in
the 14 states that publish records*—more people
bought Seagram’s 5 and 7 Crown than all other
blended whiskies in their price class combined.

Blending skill explains it. Seagram has searched

UT of old trunks, attics, cellars men dusted off

their treasured bottles—whiskies they’d been
hoarding for 20 years—famous old blends...the
premium whiskies of “‘the old days”...and sold them
to Seagram for $25 a bottle.

Then Seagram called in its qualified experts—
and asked them to compare these old whiskies...
side by side with Seagram’s Crowns. The whiskies

the world to single out the few master blenders
capable of producing that exquisite Crown taste.

At the bar—or wherever you buy—think before

were served in plain glasses. No one knew which you drink —say Seagram’s...and be sure.

K Based on all available official figures from July, 1935, to December, 1937, issued by the Liquor Control Boards of
14 states: Pennsylvania, Michigan, Iowa, Idaho, Utah, Maine, Ohio, Oreg ‘ermont, Virginia, Montana, West
Virginia, Washington, Wyoming. It includes the sales of all blended whiskies in the price class of Seagram’s
Crowns—ranging at present from 90¢ to $1.50 per pint. Copr. 1938, Seagram-Distillers Corp., N. Y.

Scuen

WHISKIES

Tey'te Fner %7 é%g@

BECAUSE THEYRE MASTER BLENDED

THINK J//ﬂ/w you dronk
5?/7 (Q(//(/M///J and be Sure.

SEAGRAM'S FIVE CROWN BLENDED WHISKEY. The straight whiskies in this product are 5 years or more old, 25% straight whiskey, 75% neutral spirits distilled from American grains. 90 PROOF.
SEAGRAM’S SEVEN CROWN BLENDED WHISKEY. The straight whiskies in this product are 5 years or more old, 37 % straight whiskies, 62% % neutral spirits distilled from American grains. 90 PROOF.
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~ GIVES A MAN HIS FREEDOM

EXPANSO

U. S. PAT. PEND.

- THE NEW KNOTHE BELT!

Waistlines now breathe, as tiny tough hidden
springs behind buckle allow inch of easy expansion
.« Scientific modern construction makes belt his-

tory. “Comfort feature’” an EXPANSO exclusive.

EXPANSO frees the American man from

the age-old shackles of a binding belt.
EXPANSO’S new scientific construction
ingeniously places two tiny tough
springs behind the buckle, and con-
cealed within the belt. No more “notch
adjustment” before or after heavy
meals, because EXPANSO automatically
adjusts itself to your waistline. Active
comfort at all times, yet adequate sup-
port without suppression.

The secret of EXPANSO’s inch long expan-
sion is hidden behind the buckle and within
the belt. These tough and tiny springs main-
tain their continued strength and comfort

TO FIVE

EXPANSO is no gadget. It is a new
comfort principle exclusive with
Knothe. The buckle breathes! There’s
an inch of expansion in its spring
movement. You’ll welcome your new
freedom and appreciate its price—from
one to five dollars dependent on your
choice of quality leathers.

Sitting, standing or in action—your
waistline is always at ease in EXPANSO.

SEE YOUR LOCAL DEALER, OR WRITE

KNOTHE

BROS. COMPANY,
EXCLUSIVE MAKERS OF THE EXPANSO BELT

INC., NEW YORK CITY

with Ben Montgomery about reclaim-
ing the plantation. It must have been
on this occasion that old Florida speaks
of him riding up to her cabin on the
gray horse, dangling a string of shoes
for the little Negroes.

It seems unlikely that Ben declined
to give up Brierfield because he after-
ward, in open court, testified to such an
understanding and announced his readi-
ness to carry it out. So if Jefferson
Davis could have regained the property
by a voluntary deed from Ben, he must
have had some other and urgent reason
for filing a friendly suit against the ex-
ecutors of his brother’s will. However,
he did institute this proceeding and
brought in all parties concerned, even
his own children who were legatees un-
der the will.

By this celebrated litigation Jefferson
Davis asserted his title to Brierfield,
despite the fact that no deed had ever
passed. The ground of contention was
that under a verbal gift from Joseph
Davis he had entered upon the wild
land, cleared it, and brought fields un-
der the plow. Since 1835 he had treated
the plantation in all respects as his
property, which ownership was recog-
nized through the years by his brother
and by the family. When the case came
up for hearing there was little or no
dispute over the facts, practically no
conflict in the evidence.

A Labor Problem

Sisters, nieces, nephews and adopted
daughters who had lived at Hurricane,
without exception testified that Brier-
field had always been ‘spoken of by
everybody including “Uncle Joe” as the
property of “Uncle Jeff.”

The Supreme Court of Mississippi
decreed that Jefferson Davis had ac-
quired a legal title to Brierfield by
“open, notorious and adverse posses-
sion.”

He had gained the lawsuit, but to cul-
tivate his acres became a vastly differ-
ent matter. The lieutenant of dragoons
had attacked those wild lands when he
was full of youth and buoyant opti-
mism that overrode all obstacles. Now
he was old, far older than his years,
bowed down by disasters and disillu-
sion. The fighting spirit had gone out
of him, yet Brierfield must be made
productive, for he and his family had
nothing else to live on. ;

Jefferson Davis re-established him-
self in Brierfield Mansion, but the
planter had been out of harness for
years and, instead of picking up the
business where he had left off, had to be-
gin all over again under the changed
conditions of free tenants. The hand that
once had ruled a nation must now dole
out supplies on credit to his labor,
charging on his books to each individual
Negro so many pounds of salt meat and
a dime’s worth of molasses. The weary
old man struggled against heartbreaking
handicaps, for this was the reconstruc-
tion era of oppression and universal
plunder by political adventurers who
hated him. Labor had stampeded
from the plantations, following the blue-
coats for rations and wildly applauding
carpetbag orators who promised them
forty acres and a mule from the lands
of their former masters. Fields were de-
serted while black idlers crowded to the
Union camps.

Through lack of labor scanty crops
were grown, fiber became scarce and the
spinners of Lancashire offered such
dizzy prices that a brilliant idea struck
Aunt Florida. One night she and Robert
came home from picking in one of the
fields that Ben Montgomery had bought
from Joe Davis, to empty their sacks in
their own seed house, for'the cotton of
free men must now be kept separate.
The tired couple went inside their cabin
and sat down, and Florida pointed to

a pair of thick mattresses on the bed,
which puffed up like white balloons.

“Robert,” she said, “’tain’t no sense
in us sleepin’ on all dat cotton, same as
a pile o’ gole money.”

“What you mean?”

“Us kin sell our cotton, an’ stuff dem
mattresses wid straw. Huh! I wouldn’t
close my eyes wid all dat money onder-
neaf me.”

“Huh! Since I come to think about
it, dat sholy makes me restless.”

Together they tore up the bed, slit
open the mattresses and emptied the
cotton in their seed house to pass again
through the gin and be fluffed. Then
Robert carried their ticks to a strawstack
and filled them with straw. Next morn-
ing the whole plantation heard what
Florida had done and that night every
Hurricane Negro slept on a bed of
straw, which added substantially to
their cotton money.

Brierfield fared better than most
plantations in holding its labor, for
Davis slaves had been well treated and
fewer of them strayed off. Young bucks
had been taken into the Federal army,
but most of the older hands remained.

There was no Big House now on Hur-
ricane and no ole Miss to give Florida
a soft berth, so she sweated in the field
beside her husband, often looking up to
catch a glimpse of Jefferson Davis as
he moved slowly along the plantation
road.

“Lord, Lord, Robert,” she’d stand
watching with misty eyes and say, “I
’‘members so good when he fust come
down here an’ went gallopin’ aroun’ on
de finest sort o’ hoss. Look at him now,
can’t hardly hold hisself in dat saddle.”

“Mr. Davis oughtn’t to be ridin’ in
dis hot sun.”

“Co’se he oughtn’t, but he jest keeps
a-goin’ anyhow.”

Both of them stood looking until he
had plodded on, out of sight, a feeble
old man on a stumbling horse as gray
and ancient as himself.

Stark necessity goaded him but the
physical exertion proved beyond his
strength. Scorching heat waked old
fevers in his blood; the foot that was in-
jured at Buena Vista gave trouble; he
was almost blind and had to employ a
manager. A manager costs money and
is far less efficient than the owner, but
by getting rid of the drudgery Mr. Davis
had leisure to think about a book that
he planned to write. Here was his op-
portunity, hoping that a successful vol-
ume might eke out his income and cure
financial ills. For quiet and concentra-
tion he left Brierfield and rented a small
house near Mississippi City on the Gulf
of Mexico. This cottage on the coast
belonged to a lifetime friend, Mrs.
Sarah A. Dorsey, whose cgtton planta-
tions lay in Tensas Parish, Louisiana,
near Brierfield.

Ben’s Hard Luck

While a manager handled the planta-
tion Mr. Davis settled down beside the
sea where salt breezes blew across his
table and wrote, wrote, wrote from the
spring of 1876 to the autumn of 1879
when he completed his book, “The Rise
and Fall of the Confederate Govern-
ment.”

While writing his book Mr. Davis
contracted to buy from Mrs. Dorsey her
Gulf Coast home, Beauvoir, a simple
sweet old house, comfortable and
roomy. She offered to present him the
estate but he declined it as a gift and
had made payments on the purchase
when the generous lady died, bequeath-
ing the property to him in her will. The
motive for the bequest was partly
friendship, and partly a recognition of
certain obligations. With occasional
trips to Brierfield and to see his life-
long friend, Mr. J. U. Payne at New
Orleans, Mr. Davis made his home at
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Beauvoir until his death in 1889, after
which the state of Mississippi acquired
it as a home for aged Confederate vet-
erans, who are proud to dwell beneath
a roof that sheltered Jeffersun Davis.

Hard luck overwhelmed the Mont-
gomerys, who deserved a better fate.
Father and sons worked manfully to
prove that Negroes could own and op-
erate such properties, battling against
high water, short crops, and such dis-
astrous seasons that they could no
longer meet their obligations. Keenly
as he hated it, Ben was compelled to ap-
pear before a meeting of executors at
Vicksburg and announce that he was un-
able to carry out the contract and must
give up the land.

Perhaps Joe Davis had foreseen that
Hurricane would eventually return to
his family, just as the captive had pre-
dicted from Fortress Monroe. Anyhow
the former President of the Confederacy
lived to see a brighter day when carpet-
baggers were driven out, when Missis-
sippi was ruled by Mississippians, and
Davis heirs once more cultivated the
old plantation. White farmers, however,
prospered little better than the blacks,
for their once splendid property, de-
preciated through many vicissitudes,
was swapped and sold and mortgaged
in strange hands, until taken over by
a bank that had advanced too much
credit. Brierfield Mansion was de-
stroyed by accidental fire in 1931 but
the land itself still belongs to the grand-
children of Jefferson Davis.

Marse Jeff's Last Joumey

The decadence of both plantations is
chiefly due to flood. Two generations
ago, when the river rose, its waters
poured into southern Louisiana and
flattened out, dispersing themselves
over a wide expanse of level lands and
leaving Hurricane dry enough to grow
cotton. Ante-bellum planters of the
neighborhood combined in 1847 to
throw up a low ridge, which they found
sufficient to protect their crops. In 1867
the freakish stream took a notion to
burst through the narrow neck of the
peninsula and dig a deep channel that
cut off Hurricane from the mainland of
Mississippi So now we have “Palmyra
Island,” and whoever goes there from
either state must cross the river in a
boat.

Late inthe fall of 1889 a downstream
packet tied up at Hurricane Landing
and Jeflerson Davis came ashore,
eighty-one years old and so weak that
he could scarcely totter across the stage-
plank. His manager, Mr. Trainer, met
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the boat and helped him into a wagon
the jolting of which became a torture on
their two-mile drive to Brierfield. But
there wasn’t a carriage on the island and
the once famous stables were long since
empty of thoroughbreds. . . .

Mr. Trainer saw that his employer
was very ill and must not stay there
without medical attention and proper
nursing. So he sent a Negro to the land-
ing with instructions to hail the first
boat, which happened to be the red-
chimneyed Natchez, bound for New
Orleans with Captain T. P. Leathers in
command. When bluff old Captain
Leathers was told that Mr. Davis must
get to New Orleans he promptly sent
word to Mr. Trainer that the Natchez
would wait indefinitely until his honored
friend might come aboard.

By this time the stricken man was
suffering so intensely that Mr. Trainer
dared not carry him in the rough wagon
but called four stout Negroes and im-
prcvised a stretcher on which they
placed Mr. Davis.

Fifty-four years before, another such
procession had moved out from Hurri-
cane House bearing Miss Orry to her
death. Now they went out from Brier-
field and carried Jefferson Davis. One
of the litter bearers was the same Miles
Stone who as a barelegged boy had
skylarked around Florida’s cabin when
Mr. Davis brought him a pair of shoes.
Gently the Negroes eased him through
the great hall, down the front steps,
then moved at a slow pace for two long
miles, while the pallid sufferer lay on
the cot chatting with them until they
reached the landing.

Passengers heard who was being
brought aboard and went out with bared
heads, eager to help lift the venerable
chieftain upstairs and make him com-
fortable on a bed in his stateroom.
Brierfield never again saw Jefferson
Davis.

The wartime President of the Con-
federacy sleeps in eternal peace a
Richmond, Virginia, where a noble mon:
ument marks his resting place. The
prince of planters, Joseph Emory Davis,
lies buried near his father at Hurricane,
shadowed by spreading oaks and one
towering pine. It’s a wild spot where
vines grow rank and storms have blown
down heavy limbs to crash among the
tombs. The great and the rich have
passed away while the small slave girl
still lives, incredibly old but cheery, full
of memories and loyal to her white
folks, as she huddles at the hearth of
her grandson on a cotton plantation
north of Vicksburg.

THE END

“I used to ambush pony express riders.
My son is keeping pace with the times”

H. TEMPEST GRAVES

A “FIRST-LINE” SCOTCH...

BORN 1820...

still going strong

Sor a FIRST RATE EVENING

There’s a reason why Johnnie Walker is “‘Scotland’s most

famous whisky”. .. first choice of so many men everywhere.
Johnnie Walker is more than a most pleasant, tangy drink
... it’s Scotch at its best and there’s no better whisky than
Scotch. So why not join the crowd that’s headed for a pleas-

ant evening? Simply say, “Johnnie Walker and soda, please.”

IEs sensible to stick with

JOHNNIE

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY
86.8 proof

JOHNNIE WALKER RED LABEL
IS ALL 8 YEARS OLD
Black Label, all 12 years old
°

CANADA DRY GINGER ALE, INC., NEW YORK, N. Y.
SOLE DISTRIBUTOR
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