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Miss Laura Kittredge Kennedy,
nationally known cooking
school lecturer, says:

VNE of the first rules of good

" 0 Nooking is absolute cleanli-

ness—for nothing will destroy ap-

petite quite as quickly as the knowledge that food is
not as clean as it should be. This is more than a
kitchen rule. It begins with the selection of food in
the store. For my part, | avoid buying unprotected
foods. When, for instance, | see fine meat products
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food clean
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s " "'NGclean for 0.

i like those
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sealed in Cellophane, | know they haven’t been ex-
posed to handling and other contamination. Cello-
phane appeals to me as a great safeguard of health
as well as appetite.”

Here, indeed, is a voice of authority speaking for
all fastidious housewives. Your own personal desire
for delicious, tasty, clean food can be satisfied by
choosing products protected by Cellophane. Clearly
visible to your searching eye, they will suggest attract-
ive menu ideas—and you can be sure the original
quality is kept safe for your enjoyment. It pays to
remember how Cellophane protects.

vOfS OF MY CuSTo"fD

X& s” eth,ng

“Cellophane” transparent wrapping for home use is
available at leading stores. Du Pont Cellophane Com-
pany, Inc., Empire State Building, New York City.

SEE WHILE YOU BUY

REG.U.S. PAT.OFF

“Cellophane™ is the registered, trade-mark of the Du Pont
Cellophane Co,, Inc.
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"Me? Have 'Pink Tooth Brush'?
Not while they make Ipana!”

Barbara grant: I'm licked, Bob! | get all
dressed up in the smartest outfit | own—and look
into the mirror to admire myself—and what do |
see! Teeth that look the way grandma’ssilver looked
the year she left it out while she wandered all over
Europe.

bob grant: YoOUu certainly clean them enough!

Barbara: Brushing my teeth doesnt take away
that tarnished look.

bob - Doyour tooth brush bristles ever look “pink” when
you clean your teeth?

Barbara: Ye-es. My gums do bleed a little. You
don’t suppose some of my teeth will casually drop
out some day, do you?

sBoB: You can look around for another mate when they
do! But listen, honey—what’s really wrong is that you
have “pink tooth brush.”

THE "IPANA TROUBADOURS" ARE BACK!

Barbara: Did you ever have it, Bob?

bob: Me? Have “pink tooth brush”? Not while they
make Ipana! All I do isjust massage a little Ipana into
my gums after | clean my teeth. My gums stay firm, |
can tell you. There’s hardly a chance that |11 ever have
gingivitis or Vincents disease, either. You start using
Ipana, with massage—and get rid of that “pink tooth

For the reason that practically everybody nowadays

EVERY WEDNESDAY EVENING

— 9:00 P. M,, E. S T., WEAF AND ASSOCIATED N. B. C. STATIONS.

| P AN A

TOOTH PASTE

prefers soft foods to coarse, crunchy foods, your
gums tend to be flabby and to become tender. If
they bleed, you have “pink tooth btush * This con-
dition, while not alarming in itself* is likely to rob
your teeth of their brightness. It may even be the
first step toward gum troubles asannoying and serious
as gingivitis, Vincent’s disease, or possibly even
pyorrhea. It may even endanger sound teeth.

To prevent “pink tooth brush”—clean your teeth
with Ipana Tooth Paste. Then put a little more Ipana
on your brush, and massage it into your inactive gums.
Ipana’s scientific formula includes ziratol, which helps
speed circulation through the gums and aids in firm-
ing them.

By using Ipana regularly, you will insure yourself
bright teeth—sound gums—and a minimum of
danger from “pink tooth brush.”

BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. S-44

73 West Street. New York, N. Y

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH PASTE. Enclosed is a
three-cent stamp to cover partly the cost of packing and mailing

Street.

City tate
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"My! How I used to hate scrub-

bing clothes!” says Mrs. Edens.

"But | haven't done that for

years now. Not what | call

rubbing. P AND G seems to
soak the worst dirt loose easily.

"Give me a white soap every time. P AND G
is so nice and firm it lasts agood long while.
You'd never catch me going back to those
old soft brown soaps—not for love nor money.
P AND G washes clothes cleaner and whiter.
And it rinses out easier.
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"P AND G is so easy on my hands I know it's
safe for anything— even for my nice hand-
embroidered linens. P AND G takes out spots
and stains, but it never harms colors a bit.
This certainly proves how good P and G is
for washing nice colored things.”

No sense killing yourself with housework
when P AND G costs so little.
Edens does. Order 10 or 12 cakes of P AND G

Do as Mrs.

Naphtha from your grocer today and put this
fine, firm, white soap to work right away, on
your washing, cleaning and dishwashing!

April, 1934

THE WHITE NAPHTHA SOAP



NEW HATS—NEW THOUGHTS FOR SPRING: Easter means a new hat, so
take your choice from the cover, from this page, from the back of the book ¢ ¢
Spring means gardens and fixing up the house and new things to eat—they’re all
here « ¢ « Spring means laughter and gayety —read the stories ¢ ¢ « Here’s April:

COVER DESIGN BV ROY SPRETER

FICTION and

BOOTH TARKINGTON: Oh, Button Your Coat!

features

Illustrated by Harry L. Timmins

ANNE O'HARE McCORMICK: Russia Now Laughs
AGNES BURKE HALE: No Hope. Gentlemen!

PMoerapbs
lllustrated by Walter Biggi

EMMA LOU MINSTER: The Home of The President’s M other
GRAEME AND SARAH LORIMER: The Pants of the Fam ily ......cccocovevniinnn

GEORGE WESTON: The Old Correspondent.
ANONYMOUS: Impersonation of a Lady (Part I11)

Photographs
Illustrated by Irving. Nuriek
16, 17

. Hlustrated by William Meade Prince
Illustrated by Pruett Carter

ALICE DUER MILLER: Hit and Run (Part I 1)

Illustrated by Henry Raleigh

ALICE ROOSEVELT LONGWORTH: A Glance at the Senate

Photograph

PAUL d¢e KRUIF: Young Doctor H eat

FRANCES NOYES HART: The Crooked Lane (Part 1V )
CATHARINE OGLESBY: The Challenge of the New Frontier
HENRI CHARPENTIER: Adventures With a Market Basket D

EDITH WHARTON: A Backward G lance

hotographs
Illustrated by Roy Spreter

by Baldridge 34
hotographs 49

SPECIAL ARTICLES

FASHIONS ANII BEAUTY

News for Knitters—Julia Coburn
Sure to Please in One of These...
Certainly—Some Sort of Suit—Julia Coburn.
The Upturn—Dorothy Cocks.

ALL AROUND THE HOME
This Gay Little House is Very Blue—Mrs. Hi

Page

Sprmg Songs Margaret Fispback
Screens (New Ideas for Make-it-Yourself)
Little Liars—Marion L. Faegre

IN THE GARDEN

Flower Markets—Elsie Jenkins Symington
The New Annuals—F. F. Rockwell . 116
The Gay and Gorgeous Poppies—Louise Bush-| Brown 118

LADIES’ROME JOURNAL (The Home Journal) is published on the
second Friday of the inohth preceding its date by

THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY, Independence Square,
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

CYRUS H. K. CURTIS, Pounder and President from 1883 to 1932.
GEORGE H. LORIMER, President.

WALTER D. FULLER, First Vice-President and Secretary.
PHILIP S. COLLINS, Vice-President atid Treasurer.

JOHN B. WILLIAMS, Vice-President.

FRED A. HEALY, Vice-President and Advertising Director.
LORING A. SCHULER, Editor.

StuartO. Blythe, Lita Bane, J. Harold Hawkins, Elizabeth Woodward,
Catharine Oglesby, Frank Eltonhead, Julia Cobum—Associate Editors.
THE TITLE of the Ladies’ Home Journal is registered in the United
States Patent Office and in Foreign Countries. The entire contents are
copyright, 1934 (Trade-Mark Registered), by The Curtis Publishing
Company in the United States and in Great Britain. Lohdon offices,
6, Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, W. C. All rights reserved. En-
tered as second-class matter May 6, 1911, at the Post Office at Phila-
delphia, Pennsylvania, under Act of March 3, 1879.

THE PRICE of the Ladies’ Home Journal is ten cents the copy. By
subscription: To the United States and Possessions, $1.00 the’ year;
$1.50 for two years; $2.00 for three years. ... To Canada (including
present tax), to Newfoundland and Labrador, $1.50 the year; $2.75 for
two years; $3.75 for three years. Remit by Post Office or Express
Money Order, Check, or y Draft payable in United Statesor Cana-
dian Funds. o Argentina, Bolivia. Brazil, Chile, Colombi
Costa Rica, Cuba, Dominican Republic, Ecuador, Guatemala, H
Mexico, Nicaragua. Panama, Paraguay, Peru, Republlc of Honduras,
Salvador, Spain, Uruguay and Venezuela, $1.50 the year. To other
countries, $3.00 the year. Remittance to be by Postal or Express

sr/M fi

FOOD AND ENTERTAINING

Midnight Snacks—Caroline B. King ......ccccocovurunens

Brown is the Flavor of Chocolate—Phyllis Carr (The
Hostess)

Delicious Dropped Cookies—Jean Simpson . . . .

Fun Tied to Apron Strings :—Marian Hagen. . . .

AND ALSO —

Editorials—Loring A. Schuler , . ..o 30

The Sub-Deb—Edited by Elizabeth Woodward . . . 59

15 New Books—Virginia Kirkus

Poetry .95, 101, 112

Journal Reference Library. 151
Money Order or by Draft payable in United States Funds. . .. All

subscription prices are subject to change without notice.

THE NAMES of all characters that are used in short stories, serials,
and semi-fiction articles that deal with typesare purelyflcllllous 1the
name of any living person is used, it is simply a coincidence.

A SPECIAL WORD TO SUBSCRIBERS: When you receive notice
that your subscription has expired renew it at once, using the blank
inclosed in your final copy. Please sign your name exactly as it appears
on your present address label. ort any change of address
diréct to us rather than to the Post Offlce A request for change of ad-
dress must reach us at least 5 weeks before the date of the issue with
which it is to take effect—6 weeks before, if you live on the Pacific
Coast. Duplicate copies cannot be sent to replace those undelivered
through failure to send this advance notice. With your new address be
sure also to send us the old one, inclosing if possible your address label
from a recent copy. ice will not forward coples to
your new address unless extra poslage is provided by you
scribers should always use Postal or Express Money Orders or Bank
Draft* in remitting. All Rural Free Delivery carriers can suppl Y Postal
Money Orders. . . . Persons canceling their subscriptions will receive
a proportionate refund.
THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY also publishes The Satur-
day Evening Post, inthe U. S. 5c the copy, 3 years, $5.00; 2years, $3.50;
1year, $2.00 (52 Weekly issues), and the Country Gentleman (momhly)
in‘the U. S. 10c the copy, 3 years, $2.00; 2 years, $1.50; lyear, $1 00.
Canadian and foreign prices on page 2013, or quoted on request.
ADVERTISING BRANCH OFFICES-for advertising busin
only; subscriptions not received—are as follows: Philadelphia, Inde-
pendence Square; New York, 60 East 42nd Street; Chicago, N
Michigan Avenue Delroll 3044 W. Grand Boulevard: Clevelind,
925 Euclid A Boston, Statler OffICE Building, 20 Providence
Street; San Franclsco 1 Montgomery Street.




OU are in a Beauty Contest every day,
Y and this daily test, which every woman
must endure, is a challenge to look—and to
keep looking—your best.

So get yourself a Camay Complexion.
You’ll be much too lovely, then, to be over-
looked! And how you’ll bless the day that
brought you Camay —the beauty soap that
does such flattering things to the feminine
skin. For Camay is not only pure and
creamy-white, as a fine beauty soap should be. It’s
unusually mild —delicate on your skin. And’its
lather is luxuriant.

“It may not be modest for me to say it, but my
skin is really lovely and soft,” said an undergrad-
uate at an Eastern college, who uses Camay faith-
fully twice a day.

Get Yourself a Camay Complexion . ..
Outshine Other Girls in Life’s

“For lather and mildness, Camay certainly has it
all over other soaps I've used,” said the smart
young daughter of a newspaper editor.

THE "GOOD TASTE TREND" IS ALL TO CAMAY
Try Camay! Convince yourself! It’s changing
the soap habits of the nation! With every passing
day thousands and thousands of lovely women —

Another Beauty Contest JVON! In whatever setting you mayfind her, you can always pick out the girl who wins her daily Beauty

Contest. Probably she’ surrounded by admiringfriends.

CAMAY

Surely she has that alluring charm—a beautiful, clear, fresh skin.

Copr. 1984. Procter & Gamble Co.

the Soap of

Beautiful Women

uksaA aCorvte ™ t!

forsaking all other soaps— are taking up Camay.

Perfumed as if it came from Paris— smooth of
texture—smart as the newest fashion— Camay
smells, feels and looks high-priced. Yet, with all
its exquisite quality, Camay really costs you amaz-
ingly little. Ask your dealer—a surprise is in
store for you! And get a supply of Camay today!

Camay is the new vogue in skin care. A modern beauty soap of profuse lather,
gentle enough foreven the most delicate skin. 1t’s smartly wrapped in green and
yellow—fresh in Cellophane. Foryour face and hands, and for your beauty bath.
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JOHNNIE OR NED? RHODA KNEW THIS
WAS THE NIGHT SHE’D HAVE TO DECIDE;
TO LACY SHE GRANTED THE BOON OF
WITNESSING THE CRISIS OF THE CRISIS

Illu.stra.tedly Harry L,. Timmi
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ACY THOMAS, eight months out of a girls’ college,
wondered more and more why she had done all
that work for a sheepskin. After commencement

she had merely come home to the middle-sized town where
she’d always lived and had settled down to a renewed com-
fortable life with her comfortable father and mother in the
comfortable house wherein she had been bom. Lately,
however, there had been intrusions upon the comfortable-
ness; they were inward, consisting of disquieting questions
she addressed to herself, and sometimes, too, of qualms that
she feared might be symptoms of a personal jealousy. Not
having gone to work, as had some of her more spirited girl
classmates, she rather shamefacedly supposed herself en-
gaged in the business of being marriageable; but during
these eight months her position in life seemed to have
grown more and more actually into that of a satellite or
lady in waiting to her dashing friend, Rhoda Wye.

Rhoda Wye hadn’t wasted any time on college; appar-
ently she had spent the budding years not otherwise than
in the development of herself into a full-blooming belle.
Hence, since that seemed to be what Lacy now ought to
have been but wasn't, where was the good of having learned
what she was already half forgetting about the Achaeans
and brotulid fishes? Johnnie Ensmith, whom Lacy liked
best, certainly didn’t care to hear anything of either.

Lacy wasnt sure about Rhoda’s looks, and some-
times doubted that they were any better than her own,
but when the two girls were together Rhoda always had so

emphatically the air of being the noticeable one of the two
that Lacy perceived it wouldn’t have helped herself much
to have been actually the prettier. She danced as well, was
as piquantly graceful as Rhoda, laughed more readily and
genuinely at other people’s jokes than Rhoda did; yet
Rhoda was always the whole show, and what glow of
“popularity” was left over for Lacy appeared to be the
reflected kind that falls upon an attendant confidante.
They wanted to find out from her what Rhoda really
thought about them.

Thus a wintry twilight, misplaced in earliest spring,
found the girl graduate dubious, even a trifle sulky, as she
walked through a snow flurry to Rhoda’s house to keep an
engagement markedly characteristic of her subordinate
position. Johnnie Ensmith and Ned Baring, a new suitor
of Rhoda’s from out of town, were to call later at Miss
Wye’s for the two girls and take them upon a motoring,
dining and dancing excursion. The young gentlemen hadn’t
in person asked Lacy; the invitation had been conveyed by
Rhoda.

“Duenna!” Lacy thought, as the snowflakes fluttered
coldly into her face. “Both of ’em in love with her. |
should think 1'd get tired enough of it to stay at home.
Always the same thing! Why do 1 do it?” Then she uttered
a morose, faint sound of laughter, a bit of self-mockery for
knowing too well that the answer was Johnnie Ensmith.

At her friend’s house, in the hallway, she responded to a
whoop from upstairs, and, ascending, found Rhoda less



than half dressed before a full-length mirror, with Mrs.
Woye in attendance.

“Your Hudson seal,” Rhoda said, alluding to Lacy’s
outer covering. “That’s right, because I’'m going to wear
my beaver. What you got on under it?” Lacy removed her
fur coat, and again evoked approval. “Your gray chiffon.
That’s all right, too, because 1’'m going to wear a new pale
blue satin thing Ive just got. Hop with it, will you,
mother? ”

“1t’s just here,” Mrs. Wye said anxiously, and hurried
to Rhoda’s delicately painted bed, where, across the white
coverlet, the long satin strip gleamed like a placid brook
running between snow fields and reflecting the evening sky.
“1 have it out. It’ all ready, darling.” She brought the
dress to Rhoda and began to get her into it, murmuring,
“Exquisite! Perfectly exquisite, darling!” Then, when the
pretty task was completed, she turned radiantly to Lacy.
“Did you ever see anything more marvelous? Isnt she a
superb sight, Lacy?” With a somewhat delayed after-
thought the mother added, smiling absently as she gazed
again at Rhoda, ““Of course you look lovely, too, Lacy.”

Rhoda’s eyes were fixed unwaveringly upon the mirror
as she went through the process of finishing touches, ad-
justing the dress slightly here and there, patting her hair,
using powder and bits of color from a table beside the
mirror. “Lacy always looks all right,” she said. “ | like this
dress. | like to feel outlined. I like to feel glimmering. |
like to make gleaming movements that reveal me. This
sort of dress makes me feel daring, and when 1’'m daring |
feel that I'm living!”

The doting Mrs. Wye laughed happily. “Rhoda!” She
turned to Lacy. “You mustn't let her be too daring, Lacy.
| always feel safe about her, though, when she’s with you,
you’re such a good little chaperon.”

Rhoda continued to observe the mirror. “1 don’t need
you now any more, mother. Hop along, will you?”

The obedient mother went to the door, but paused there,
fondly reluctant to stop looking at the dazzling shape before
the mirror. “ It’sstill snowing, sodont forget your galoshes.
Won't you want me to put them on for you?”

“No. Lacyll do that. Hop along, old soul!”

Mrs. Wye withdrew, laughing delightedly, but her
daughter, gazing with dramatic tensity at the mirror, was
not mirthful. “Mother gets on my nerves sometimes,” she
said, not turning to look at Lacy. “ 1 tire of somuch yessing.
| like variety. | like unmasking myself to you, Lacy. My
nature’s always needed novelty. The truth is, about men,
I’ve never been interested except in new ones.”

“No?” Lacy said. “But Johnnie Ensmith isn’t.”

“Oh, yes, he is! He’s new in this posture of being excited
about me,” Rhoda assured her. “That only began about
three weeks ago, at that dinner at your house. Something
about him all at once rather fascinated me, and I let him see
he was having an effect upon me. That started him.”

“Yes,” Lacy said. “ | saw something did. Isthat the way
it’s done, Rhoda—letting them see they have an effect
upon you?”

Rhoda, absorbed in a minute operation with an eyebrow
pencil, didn’t catch her friend’s meaning. “What?”

Lacy substituted another question. “What was it about
him that fascinated you?”

“1 can tell you exactly, because |'ve analyzed it. | geta
big kick out of analyzing everything. For instance, this is
going to be the night of a huge thrill for me, Lacy—all
simply because of what |°ve been analyzing in myself.” At
that, she turned, showed glowing eyes and spoke with emo-
tion. “Listen, Lacy! I've found out I'm having a deep
adventure. Both of these men 1’m to be with tonight affect
me, and | ve a premonition that one of them’s going to be
the one. I'm sure that either Johnnie or Ned Baring is
going to be the one, Lacy!”

“T7THTHER?” Lacy repeated. “ You said you were going

J j to tell me what kind of an effect Johnnie has upon
you. You said-—-"

“Yes!” Rhoda interrupted eagerly. “I am telling you.
You see, 1'd never noticed him; but when | found myself
sntlng next to him, that night at your dinner-—-"

"Found yourself?” Lacy interposed, with some empha-

s. "You told me to put you there, Rhoda!”

“Did 1?” Rhoda said vaguely. “1°d forgotten; perhaps
| did. Probably | had a little curiosity, wondered what you
saw in him.” Then the eagerness of her manner returned;
she went on quickly, “What fascinated me about him—
felt it come over me suddenly —was a masculinity that all
at once seemed to be the complement to my own special
femininity. Of course he’s not good-looking-

“You don’t think s0?”

*“Johnnie Ensmith!” Rhoda cried. * Gosh no! He looks
Ilke the black dwarf in the children’s
“He’s five-feet-eight,” Lacy said.

“He doesn’t look

“He does, Lacy! That’s exactly how | think of him—my
pet black dwarf. What’s more, that’s exactly how he
affected me that night—something swarthy and rugged,
with twinkling eyes, yet would pick you up and carry you
off to his crag in the mountains and —-- "
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“He wouldnt!” Lacy protested faintly. “He’ as re-
spectable as anybody.”

“Outwardly, yes, and toward you and the other girls,
Lacy. What affected me was an intuition that’s how he
would treat me, and that’s what gave me the kick | let
him see | was getting from him. Johnnie Ensmith affects
my emotional nature, my physical nature. When | dance
with him | know! He stirs me so powerfully that all that
part of me is in love with him. It’s enormous, Lacy!”
Rhoda said, “ It’senormous, Lacy!” with a kind of passion,
then, glancing over her shoulder at the mirror to see how
she looked in this intensity, she became calmer, turned
back to the glass and spoke in a cooler voice. “Intellec-
tually, on the other hand, of course, 1'm in love with Ned
Baring.”

““Intellectually’?” Lacy uttered this word in a curious
tone, almost a strangled whisper, which was partially mis-
interpreted by her friend who failed to perceive that
Lacy’s feeling was caused by a thought concerning more
than one person.

“Oh, but he is!” Rhoda exclaimed. “Ned Baring’s the
most intellectual man I°ve ever met, Lacy. Probably you
think he isn’t because he has that tall, sleek, blond kind of
handsomeness people that don’t analyze things think men-
tality doesn’t go with. Intellectually he affects me as
deeply as Johnnie does emotionally. Mentally, Ned Baring
and | have exactly the same love of analysis, we analyze
each other unsparingly whenever we’re together—Ive
never felt myself so probed or so deliciously and terrifyingly
revealed. So you see what’s happened, Lacy!”

“No—not exactly.”

“\V7HY, yes!” Rhoda cried, turning again and extend-

W ing her pretty arms in a gesture that asked the
visitor to behold her. “1’m in love with two men!”

“Are you?”

“Don’t you see?” Rhoda cried. “1’'m a field of war be-
tween this modem call of sex to sex and the call of mind to
mind, spirit to spirit. I'm tom! How do | know which will
win?” She spoke with vehemence, looking beautiful in her
bright excitement and making plain to the visitor that
being thus tom and becoming a field of war involved any-
thing but hardship. “Body and heart,” Rhoda went on,
with vehemence not relaxed, “ | belong to Johnnie. Men-
tally and spiritually | belong to Ned Baring. Sometimes |
feel one winning me, sometimes the other, and | know,
Lacy—I know now, Lacy—one of these two will be my hus-
band. That’s a tremendous word—*‘husband’! It’s on the
cards, but | cant read the deck. Absolutely, gusts come
over me, there are moments when | could throw myself
into Johnnie’s arms, and there are others when | feel great
surges toward Ned. There are whole days when | dont
know —

Lacy interrupted again.
proposed to you, Rhoda?”

“Oh, that.” Rhoda said. “I've held them off from that
formality. When | know which one it’s going to be with

“Have they—have they both

me, I'll let him, but I want to know first, myself. | never
thought it would be like this with me, Lacy. | always
thought when the right man came. 1'd know it. 1've never

met a new one without asking myself, ‘Is that the man?”
and always until now I've seen before very long that it
wasn’t. Tonight, though, at last, I know I'm standing
point-blank face to face with my destiny. Tonight, Lacy,
tonight! This is the first time I'll be out with the two of
them together. You see what that means?”

“| suppose perhaps-

Rhoda couldn wait. “It means that anything may
happen -anything. Some crisis, great or small —even some
little thing, maybe—and there’ll be a breaking of the dam
that’ll sweep me toward one or the other. You’ll be watch-
ing and you may see it, Lacy—you may actually see it
happening to me!” Not pausing, however, for the priv-
ilege to be acknowledged, Rhoda went on, “ Do you know
the sensation it gives me? 1t’ like some great actress just
going to see the first showing of a film she’s the star of - or
else like being some thrilling figure in history, like Joan of
Arc or Mary Queen of Scots. The first time | ever felt this
way, only of course absolutely nothing in comparison, | was
sixteen, and it was about Horace McNutt and didn’t last
over a month. After that, Tommy Hall-—-"

“Did you, really!” Lacy exclaimed. “ I didnt know. 1'm
afraid when | was sixteen | had a case on Tommy Hall
too | — "

“The next one after Tommy Hall,” Rhoda said, “was a
man you never knew—at White Beach in the summer. He
was frightfully passionate, and it satisfied something primi-
tive in me to see how wild | could get him about me.”

She went to a closet, brought forth a pair of galoshes, sat,
dropped the galoshes on the floor and extended a silver-
slippered foot.

“Then there was George Pfalk,” she said.

Lacy knelt before her and began the process of incasing
silver slippers and fine ankles in the galoshes, while Rhoda
talked on, describing eagerly the effect of George Pfalk
and a few subsequent others upon herself. Lacy Thomas,
with her face shadowed as she bent over her tirewoman’s
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task, had ears to hear her under the ripples of soft brown
hair that half covered them, but she was not listening.

“A fine night ahead of me!” she thought. “Why do I do
it? Imagine her putting on my galoshes for me! Imagine
her listening while | talk to her about how a lot of saps like
Johnnie Ensmith ‘affect’ me. Of course it’s going to be
Johnnie. 'Body and heart’ will attend to that! So he’ll
have a chance to learn the meaning of that tremendous
word, ‘husband’! He’ll have a nice long life of valeting
her and listening to how men ‘affect’ her and hearing
about analyzed kicks she gets. Think she’s going to stop all
that just because she’s married, Johnnie? No, son, and
serve you darned well right too!”

The thoughts of girl confidantes in this deadly competi-
tive period are sometimes such as might blanch the cheek
of a Byzantine empress. The vivid Rhoda, shining-eyed,
chattered on of her love life, and Lacy, inscrutable, com-
pleted her kneeling task, then rose. There came from down-
stairs the sound of a peremptory little bell. Rhoda sprang
up, electrified, her expression brilliant.

“There they are!” she cried, and seized Lacy by the
shoulders. “1 know it’ll be tonight—some crisis, some-
thing—and a great pulsation’ll sweep me into one pair of
outstretched arms or the other! Why don’t you look more
excited? Don’t you realize it’s practically certain to be
tonight, Lacy? Don’t you understand what a terrific ex-
perience we’re facing?”

“Yes. Yes, indeed,” Lacy muttered obediently, as she
turned away to puton her fur coat. “Terrific.”

Bits of the learning that has been acquired by girl grad-
uates sometimes afflict them mischievously. The visible
fixity of gaze with which two stirred young gentlemen in
the hall below beheld the lovely figure of Rhoda descend-
ing the stairway, the dramatic reticence of their greeting of
her, their both centering fragmentary rallying talk upon
her, as the party of four went out through half an inch of
snow to the closed car at the curbstone, and the continued
centering of this talk upon Rhoda within the inclosure,
when the automobile began its movement and during its
subsequent glidings through lamp-speckled streets and
along a stormy country road, were all exactly what Lacy
Thomas had expected, yet her mind was preoccupied with
the classical interpretation of two unpleasant words.

Y COPHANT”—the Athenians had applied that word
to political spies and talebearers, hadn’t they? In
that ancient sense it didn’t describe her. But how about the
antique meaning of that other word, “parasite”? The
parasite had his place beside the rich man’s table and was
allowed a share of the food in return for fawning, flattery
and a servile performance of various humble little offices.
No doubt the rich man, talking busily of himself, often ex-
tended his feet for a kneeling parasite to put sandals upon
them. Lacy denied to herself that she fawned or flattered;
but what in heavens name was she doing tonight if she
wasn’t performing a parasite’s duties? She’d been brought
along because Rhoda didnt want to talk continuously to
Johnnie Ensmith and Ned Baring at the same time, wanted
to give each of them moments of private hearing and
couldn’t dance with them simultaneously.
“Yes, parasite,” Lacy thought, increasingly bitter.
“ ‘Parasite " applies!”

At the glittering Green Tree Inn, fifty miles from home
and suburban to a larger city, Rhoda made everybody look
at her as the four were led expensively to the table Johnnie
Ensmith had reserved. She converged upon herself the
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glances of the other diners by the utterance of a musical
laughter just as she entered the room, which she then
traversed with a magnetic grace and a sudden haughtiness,
the air of being a personage, that held the general attention
until after she had been seated. She took note quickly of
the great pale green room, its long lemon-colored window
curtains, the white damask-covered round tables upon
which were crystal candelabra with lemon-colored silk
shades; and she found all this a proper enough background
for the champagne tints of her hair and the gleaming
contours of the new dress.

“Just what | wanted tonight!” she said to the two young
men, who were already sitting obliqued toward her. “ Not a
soul in the place | know.” Then she laughed a little poutingly.
“1 must say, though—rather a staring lot, aren’t they?”

Lacy, across the table and dismally aware of the gentle-
men’s obliquity, desired to say, “Great hooey, they knew
that, Rhoda! They saw you got everybody to staring at
you; you don’t have to tell em!”

In Lacy’ interior, moreover, this censure was accompanied
by a perception that just here she was finding the most vital

“TELL ME YOU’RE NOT HURT!”

part of a girl’s “college education” detrimental to her.
Four years of mulling among a horde of other girls, all more
or less students of one another and not often tactfully re-
served or sparing of humor in announcing the results of this
study, tend to make the graduate unfeminine in one par-
ticular, at least. In the field of the smaller and more ob-
vious feminine egoistic devices, she’s likely to become too
self-conscious—too aware of the simple mechanics of what
she is doing—to be able to operate successfully. Of course
Lacy knew college girls who were exceptions to the rule;
but, fortunately or unfortunately, she wasn’t one of them.

It was physically possible, so to speak, for Lacy Thomas
to collect the attention of a big roomful of people as Rhoda
did; and to talk and look as Rhoda talked and looked—yes,
to do anything else that Rhoda did—yet Lacy couldn't, for
the idiotic reason that she knew too much. Thus, here she
was, finding fault with 