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Moon of Delight

Tile dramatic romance of The Black Opal
also MEN AFEE SO SIMPLE

~kj Fannie Kilbourne



some Comfort, this Summer?

You don’t figure it among the summer sports, do you, seeing
how many mosquitoes you can kill on your ankles per hour?
It’s all right to be scratch man, but when you go fishing you
don’t really prefer to show your bites, do you? You do remember,
we are sure, what just one tiny little mosquito can do to a
whole night’s sleep? And you have heard, have you not, that
a single mosquito can lunch off you in seven places in six
minutes and still be peevishly hungry?

Well, it’s strange, admitting the truth of all this natural
history, that so many people are going to have their summers

SPRAY clean - smelling Flit —

its stainless vapor is harmless to humans
but it is quick death to all insects.
WORLD’S LARGEST SELLING
INSECT-KILLER

almost completely ruined by mosquitoes. It’s so unnecessary!

Of course the answer is Flit, whose clean-smelling stainless
vapor is harmless to humans but quick death to all insects. It
keeps mosquitoes away outdoors and kills ’em quick indoors—
as it does flies and all other household insects. The few cents it
costs will bring you lots of comfort this summer. Get the yellow
can with the black band and the special inexpensive Flit
Sprayer, before you scratch another bite.

Wise people have given up swatting. They spray Flit, and let
the insects do the worrying.

© 1930 Stanco Inc.
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| wonder how serious

it really i1s”. ..

CHECK
“PINK TOOTH BRUSH~”
WITH

IPANA

TOOTH PASTE

INK TOOTH BRUSH” is a disquieting trouble
to face. For with it come visions of all
manner of dread dental diseases that may

follow in its train.

Decisively, "pink tooth brush” does not imply
that you may have pyorrhea. But it certainly does
mean that your gums have begun to soften; that
they have become so tender and weak that they
bleed at the touch of the brush; and that they
need immediate protection if they are to be rescued
from the possible attack of more serious troubles!

For this purpose thousands of dentists urge
massage and brushing with Ipana Tooth Paste.
Millions of people have found that Ipana guards
their gums—uwards off "pink tooth brush”—while
it keeps their teeth sparkling white, their mouths
clean, sweet and refreshed!

/ i /
A s any dentist will tell you, soft foods are responsible
for what amounts today to a veritable plague of gum dis-
orders.

For this soft and creamy diet cheats the gurns of exer-
cise. The tissues grow weak and flabby, soft spots appear.
The gums bleed, at first, ever so slightly. And thus
gingivitis, Vincent’s disease and pyorrhea get their start.

The remedy, as any dentist will tell you, is massage
faithfully done, and to this recommendation of massage,
thousands of dentists add—"with Ipana”.

W ith Ipana and massage, you rouse the languid circu-
lation. Y ou sweep wastes and poisons from the tiny cells
—you quickly restore to your gums their natural strength
and hardness! For Ipana contains ziratol, a stimulating
hemostatic long used by the dental profession in treating
gum disorders.

A good dentist and a good tooth paste
are not luxuries

Let Ipana keep your teeth sound and sparkling — let it
stimulate your gums to robust vigor. Its ingredients are
the finest and costliest; its formula modern and advanced.
It may cost you a few cents more than some dentifrices,
but its use is a sound economy.

Stop at your druggist’s today and get a large tube —
don’t wait for the sample. Tonight, begin the full month’s
test. See for yourself how much healthier your gums can
be, how much whiter your teeth, with Ipana’s double
protection.

BRISTOL-MYERS CO.. Dept. E-80
73 West Street, New York, N. Y

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

Name
Streetm

Citymm tate.
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“Little Daisy
You're so lazy,
Blooming but an hour!
When the sun shines
warm and bright,
Then you shut your eyes
up tight—
Naughty little flower!”

HEN the eight-
Wyear-old grand-
daughter of

General Sam Houston,
picturesque soldier and
statesman who twice
was President of Texas,
penned her childish
“Oad to a Daisy,” her
first literary offering,
her parents looked over
her head at each other and smiled knowingly. Her
father said: “The curse is on her.” For the power of link-
ing together beautiful words, of painting vivid pictures,
of reading human hearts, was in the family of Mar-
garet Bell Houston.

Dr. Samuel Houston, son of the founder of the Lone
Star State, and his Kentucky poetess-wife, Lucy An-
derson, were right about their daughter. Hers were the
eyes of the romantic dreamer of dreams, the speech of
the idealist and idyllist. Yet the authoress of Moon
of Delight, which begins this month in McCall’s, very
nearly was an actress and a painter instead of a writer.
After a childhood spent in Dallas in a garden that was
“all a tangle of roses and pomegranate boughs,” Miss
Houston went to boarding school. There she concen-
trated on art for five serious years. Then she went to
New York, and studied acting.

“l was a little rudderless ship, borne by every wind
of chance,” she said. But the chance which gave her
the “curse” of poetry gave her the opportunity to ex-
press it, too. She went to live in a prairie town where
there were no Art Leagues, no gates opening on his-
trionic fame, and so a typewriter and the United
States mails became her tools for building a lifework.

Fannie Kilbourne, whose story of the technique of
young love in this issue makes her record an even 200
short stories, is a newspaper woman who came out of
Minneapolis to seek her fortune in New York. That is
a conventional enough pattern. But Fannie Kilbourne,
while writing, married, set up housekeeping in West-
chester, and became the mother of twins!—twins being
unique in any biography, literary or otherwise.

Did you think witchcraft was an ancient belief re-
sponsible for burnings and beatings roundabout Salem,
Massachusetts, long, long ago? It might have been, but
it is also a live, modern phenomenon, existing among
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superstitious people in this country. Evelyn Murray
Campbell’s story tells how potent belief in “witchin’”
can be, even when the witch herself doubts her power
to turn a man into a burning tree by a mere glance.

Nell Shipman’s stirring serial, M ’sieu Sweetheart,
probably is the only story of the great outdoors ever
written by a beautiful woman who has been photo-
graphed more often in evening dress than sealskin
parka. Miss Shipman, who used to be a famous movie
star, really looks like the picture on this page!

We asked Edwin Torgerson to tell us about him-
self. He said: “l am a product of the old Southern
School of moonlight on the water, stately Colonial
columns, scent of jasmine and honeysuckle, women on
a pedestal, mint juleps if and when, thoroughbred horses
and all those things that are said to be mere stage
properties now. My favorite sport is planning to live
in New York, but I live quietly on thirty acres of land-
scape and plot against the time the children will be
big enough to dodge taxicabs and thrive on carbon
monoxide.” He neglected to say he believes in love—
but his story tells that.

The story of the decade soon will be told by the
United States Census Bureau, a story of facts and fig-
ures revealing many changes, but a story that must be
incomplete for women. Have you stopped to count up
all they have today they did not have a decade ago?
Only a special kind of census could call forth this in-
formation, and we have conducted that kind of census
—a feminine counting of noses and ideas! Helen Chris-
tine Bennett will present the results of the McCall
Census in the September issue, a survey of how the
world has changed for one sex in ten short years.

The literary pie next month is full of good plums:
The Show Must Go On, a circus man’s creed told in
the vernacular by a
veteran showman to
Dorothy Reid; in It
Can Be Done, Rita
Halle shows how you
may earn your way
through college, and
best of all, Mary Faith,

a new serial by Bea-
trice Burton Morgan,
who wrote The Little
Yellow House for this
magazine— remember?
Mary Faith is the tale
of an everyday girl who
goes through life hav-
ing everyday expe-
riences just like you
and me. You will like
her. . .. Fannie Kilbourne
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“When women use the wrong soap
my work is doubly difficult

. . ./ certainly recommend Palmolive™

says

Dr.N. G. Payot

Parisian Beauty Expert

Graduate of the University of Lausanne

Mme. N. G. Payot finds that Palmolive
Soap complements her own “physical
culture of the face” and her good
preparations in keeping skin lovely.

HEN women use the wrong kind of soap, my

work as a beauty expert is doubly difficult.
The woman who wants to help her beautician must
use a soap which offers every guarantee of purity. |
can certainly recommend Palmolive Soap because it
is one of the purest,” says Dr. N. G. Payot, Parisian
beauty specialist to the elite.

"Vegetable oils have a most delightful effect on the
skin. It is the palm and olive oils in Palmolive Soap
which, blended artfully, give a smooth, rich lather,
which is most beneficial.”

You have probably heardof Mme. N. G. Payot

Certainly, if you have been to Paris, you know the
smart salon of Mme. N. G. Payot. And in this country

“Beware of soaps that harm the skin. Beware offreealkali, caustic
soda, harmful irritants in soap. Ordinarysoaps may irritate your
skin. You can use Palmolive without risk because it is an abso-

lutely pure soap.”

Dr. Payots booklet, “Physical Culture of the Face, " tells how
touse her Cream No. 1, Lotion No. 1and Lotion No. 2 in the
special Payot exercises for which she is sofamous.

yOU no doubt know her reputation as a beauty expert.

Many of our own specialists have studied with her
abroad and they, too, recommend Palmolive Soap to

PALMOLIVE RADIO HOUR—Broadcast every Wednesday night —from 8:30 to 9:30 p. m., Eastern time; 7:30 to 8:30 p. m.. Central time; 6:30 to
7:30 p. m., Mountain time; 5:30 to 6:30 p. m., Pacific Coast time—over WEAF and 39 stations associated with The National Broadcasting Company.

<jc/ U 12 Rue Richepanse, Paris
combat the countless dangers that threaten complexion
beauty. There are more than 23,720 specialists who
advise daily treatments with this vegetable oil soap.

This is the twice-a-day home treatment advised by
thousands of celebrated beauty shops: make an abun-
dant lather of Palmolive Soap and warm water.
Massage this gently into the skin of face and throat.
As you rinse it off you can feel the impurities being
carried away. Finish with an ice-cold rinse in the
morning. Get into the habit of using Palmolive for
the bath, too. Millions already do, on expert advice.

No dyef no heavily perfumed soap

Palmolive is a pure soap ... made of vegetable oils.
Its color is the natural color ofpalm and olive oils. Its
natural odorrequires theaddition ofnoheavyperfumes.

A soap that touches
your face must be pure.
Use Palmolive, on ex-
perts’ advice, and feel
safe, feel sure you are
using the bestprotection
against skin irritation.

Retail Price Ia:



AFFHAND, a dress by
Chanel, daringly and
r deftly drawn around a
small figure, emerald green
shoes and emerald green gloves, might not seem to
be at home in a setting where the past is more
actual than the present. Virginia, perhaps more
than any other state in the Union, has been identi-
fied with misty, romantic traditions: the powdered
wig, the kiss on the gloved hand, the dainty, crystalline
formality. Even to this day of radios and taxicabs and
the surging growth of its enterprises, there is about
Virginia the feeling that in the old houses with the fine
doors, men still bow and women curtsy.

In one house particularly. It is a gray building, erected
over a century ago. A covered passage'leads from the
main house to the quarters once occupied
by Negro slaves. All about it magnolia trees
blossom; and from it, at either side, grass-
grown avenues extend, like arms opening
out to the city of Richmond. In it, two
former presidents lived, James Madison
and James Monroe, as governors of the
state. Austere portraits hang on the walls
of its reception rooms: bewhiskered men,
and women with billowing bosoms, and
over all the paintings the dim aloofness
that time brings.

Yet last January, when John Garland
Pollard became Governor of Virginia and
his daughter Sue took her place beside him,
as First Lady at the age of twenty-three,
nothing seemed more right.

For Sue Pollard belongs to the South:
the South of soft voices and blue-green
foliage and women who know how to be
beautiful and poised and charming. She is
flower-like and fresh; but the quality of
beauty that looks out from her eyes and
distinguishes her delicately cut features is
not of the sort that depends on youth. Her
mother has it, though time and illness have
left their traces on her.

She is of less than medium height and
exquisitely formed. Her eyes are hazel,

Intature —e

]lostess to the South at twenty-three

Selma ffiohinson

which means that they have been called green and
brown and gray. Everything about her is soft—her hair
falls in loose brown waves over her softly flushed face;
her lips, softly pink, not red; her softly curved cheeks.
She is a portrait in pastels. Even though her clothes
are as smart as those of the most sophisticated Park
Avenue debutante, they do not make her look crisp and

Virginia State Mansion, cradle of hospitality
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She is a
portrait in
pastels, this
lovelyFirst
Lady of
Virginia

knowing. Most persons are
changed by their clothes into
this or that sort of person-
ality: demure in organdie,
gay in taffeta, mysteriously wise in velvet. Sue
Pollard makes her clothes conform to her and they
take on the same softness which is a part of her.

At twenty-three, Suzanne Pollard has had thrust

upon her a career which would tax the patience and
resourcefulness of women twice her age. Never in the
entire history of the state has the First Lady been so
young. Mrs. Pollard, Sue’s mother, is, despite her
boundless energy, an invalid; and on the slender shoul-
ders of her daughter has fallen the impressive title of
“Official Hostess.” What Sue Pollard has done with her
dresses, she has done with her new position—she has
wrapped it about her, adjusted it here and

there and invested it with her own soft

dignity until now it seems the most natural

thing in the world for a girl who looks like

a coed and wears Chanel gowns and plays

ping-pong to officiate at functions of state.

Although she has been the hostess of
Virginia for only six months, Sue Pollard
realizes the significance and responsibility
of her position. She has welcomed Presi-
dent and Mrs. Hoover to Virginia; she has
been hostess to generals and colonels and
dignitaries of the Army and Navy, to thou-
sands of political visitors and to the con-
tinuous and unexpected callers who visit
the Executive Mansion in Capitol Square.
Every week there are at least two official
receptions, some of them very elaborate,
at which she must preside. On Wednesday
afternoons, she is at home to the wives of
the gentlemen of the Legislature; about
one hundred and fifty women gather for
these informal teas.

And then, of course, there are those
numerous and often apparently pointless
duties, like the opening of a new department
store, or acting as a judge at the Baby
Show, or reviewing parades, obligations
that figure so often in [Turn to page 34]
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haven't got

Testimonial from a one-year-old

“ TXITAYBE you think | didn’t beller the first

u »*m time my mother brushed my teeth. ‘Some
more pain,” | thought, and sort of silly, too. But
now I’ve changed my mind. It’s a pleasure.

“You know even a baby like me wakes up oc-
casionally with a funny taste in the mouth. It’s
probably due to the spinach they chuck into me at
every possible occasion. And I’m always getting oat-
meal caught between my teeth, too. Very annoying.

“Now that I’ve gotten used to having my teeth
brushed, I look forward to it. Mother gets out a
little tufted tooth brush, squeezes onto it some of
that tooth paste made by the Listerine people, and
then she goes to work. Inside, outside, up and
down and sideways.

“The tooth brush tickles and | want to laugh.
The tooth paste has a flavor that | like. And it gets
rid of that unpleasant taste so quickly. My mouth
feels clean and cool—and that’s a help, especially
when I’m teething. And Mother says that my teeth

are just as white as white can be.

“Best of all, Mother puts a quarter in my bank
every time we finish a tube. She says that is what
this Listerine Tooth Paste saves over fancy tooth
pastes costing 50ef or more. Mother says at the end
of a year I'll save 33. By the time I'm six I’ll have
315. Oh boy!

“1 don’t know yet what I’ll do with it but |
think I’ll give it to an anti-spinach fund. | dont
like spinach.”

Judge by Results Alone

If you have not already tried Listerine Tooth Paste
at 25jif, do so now.

Compare its results with those of any tooth paste
in the high priced field. Note how thoroughly but
how gently it cleans the teeth. How it makes them
gleam. How it refreshes the entire oral cavity.

In the last five years this quality dentifrice at
25" has won more than 4,000,000 users. Lambert
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Missouri, U. S. A

teeth
care of

Jtsuy baby toys with
that $3 you save

There are so many things you can buy baby with
that 33 you save by using Listerine Tooth Paste at
250 instead of dentifrices in the 500 class. A toy is
merely a suggestion.

LISTERINE
Tooth Paste



The unexpectedl Not a question
of brakes . . . but onefleet swer-ve
forward. Aswift, surepick-up—
that's where Ethyl counts.
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Y our motor 'thinks faster”with Ethyl

NSTANT response from your motor
I . . and you’re out of a tight place
—safely!

Ethyl is the gasoline that gives you
this added measure of safety. For with
Ethyl you can get quicker acceleration
. .. better control . . . swifter, smoother
pick-up. Your motor "thinks faster” ...
acts quicker, too.

Why? Because Ethyl isn’t ordinary
gasoline. It’s good gasoline plus Ethyl,
the anti-knock compound
developed by General Mo-
tors Research Laboratories

for one specific purpose—to improve
motor car performance. No matter what
your car may be—new, old, large or
small —try Ethyl.

When you hear your motor run with-
out a "knock” . . . when you feel the
quicker pick-up, and sense the extra
engine power . . . then you’ll understand
why thousands of motorists will use no
gasoline but Ethyl. Please try it—a tank-
ful—today. Wherever you see the Ethyl

emblem. Ethyl Gasoline Cor-
poration, Chrysler Building,
New York City.

Wherever you drive—whatever the oil
company’s name or brand associated
with it—any pump bearing the Ethyl
emblem represents quality gasoline of
anti-knock rating sufficiently high to
“knock out that 'knock*” in cars of
average compression and bring out the
additional power of the new high-com-
pression cars.

The active ingredient used In Ethyl fluid Is lead

@ K G.C. 1930

ETHYL GASOLINE
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A brand
new kind
of hero
worship

ADIO ROMEOS

By Manj Margaret McBride

'WINS are born in Muskogee,
I Oklahoma, and their mother ig-
nores all the doting, expectant rel-
atives, to name the newcomers for—two voices out of
the air!

An old woman dies in Ohio and leaves five thousand
dollars—to a voice.

A perfectly sane and respectable Middle Western
farmer’s wife writes five pages of intimate confidences
about her home and married life—to a voice.

A level-headed, twenty-five-year-old business woman
proposes marriage—to a voice.

These are a few of the true-story, stranger-than-fic-
tion romances of the broadcasting studios of the coun-
try.

The secret of the spell which certain voices, flowing
out over the air, weave about the hearts of hearers is a
mystery.

It has been suggested, of course, that an eerie current
is set up between sender and receiver. However that
may be, it is just as important to make sure that the
voice registers in the hearts of the unseen audience as
that it microphones well. The verdict of the audience
takes a few weeks, but is final and unchangeable when
it comes.

Air salaries leap upward literally by mail poundage.
No wonder newly-engaged broadcasters watch eagerly
for the postman! If they are lucky, he brings good for-
tune, sealed up in white and blue and lavender en-
velopes!

These letters from unknowns are more fantastic than
anything that the most ingenious press agent could de-
vise. Excluding those weird missives from the nuts and
cranks who pursue everybody at all in the public eye,
there remain thousands and thousands of astonishing
communications from educated, normal human beings
all over the world.

* Radio attraction has no age limit. Lonely old folks
send affectionate advice and presents to young singers.

Middle-aged women indite prose poems to youths
who croon nightly into the microphone.

(Hllustrated by Qeorye Illian

Flappers adopt a voice and pour out girlish confi-
dences daily. Even five-year-olds print frequent letters
to Uncle Toby of the bedtime story hour to say that
they have given up biting their finger nails for his sake.

It is the strangest brand of hero worship ever known.
True, certain actors, opera singers, and motion picture
stars have had their brief moments in the public af-
fection. But that was different. The unknown person to
whom a voice belongs may be anything you wish to
make him. He is a peg upon which to hang dreams.

Announcers, orchestra leaders and crooners, both
masculine and feminine, predominate among the new
matinee idols. And of course, there are Amos n’ Andy.
But at the top, above even Rudy Vallee, is “one who
calls himself Cheerio,” a mysterious masculine voice
which comes on the air in the early morning. .

You dont read much about Cheerio in the newspa-
pers. He never gives out interviews and his real name is
carefully guarded. He was once a big executive in the
business world and an intimate of some of the most
important men in the country. But today he is Cheerio
—a voice.

In a single week recently his mail contained 35,000
letters—the record for all time.

—
o

This broadcaster is, as his name
implies, an optimist. He has even been
called by some slightly scornful souls

a Pollyanna. To his unseen audience, however, he is the
embodiment of all that is good and noble and hopeful
—a lovely ideal. Many who listen to him are incurable
invalids. These write that he has given them something
to live for. He tells funny stories, recites poetry, Bible
verses or philosophy, and jollies the fellow who is hav-
ing a birthday. His mission is to prove that every cloud
has a silver lining.

Housekeepers from all over the country write to
Cheerio in this fashion: “My husband has just gone to
his office. | have gotten the children off to school. The
breakfast dishes wait in the sink but | settle down and
close my eyes to listen to you. God bless you!”

Cheerio gets no “mash notes” in the ordinary sense.
He is a sort of spiritual lover.

The great lover of the radio is, as nobody can help
knowing in this era of publicity, Rudy Vallee. Vallees
entire technique is tuned to romance. His faint, almost
whispering voice has a personal quality that makes
every woman feel he is singing to her alone.

His songs are almost entirely about love and most of
the letters he gets are love letters, some very beautifully
written on expensive stationery in a cultivated hand.
Many of the writers confide that they have struggled
vainly against the temptation to write They feel that it
is foolish. But there always comes a night when his
husky, searching voice breaks down their resolutions.

Vallee is a native of Maine and a graduate of Yale
University. He came to New York to make his fortune
with a saxophone and became the great American vocal
phenomenon. He doesn’t understand yet how it hap-
pened.

Among the curiosities in his collection of letters are
several grateful ones from college boys who declare
that he has “made them solid” with their sweethearts.
The trick, they explain, is to turn on the radio when
Vallee is singing and then, comments one youngster,
“speak for yourself, John.” [Turn to page 50]
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They share the tragedy of the retired business man— these wives and mothers whose families no longer need them

"WOMEN ON THE SHELF

Songs are written for the tired

business man..

retired

rY FRIEND Mrs. Scott
dropped in at tea time the

« other day and insisted on
reading aloud a poem she had writ-
ten. My heart sank. Mrs. Scott is
a stunning woman in her early for-
ties—poised, tolerant, with a high
heart and a good sense of humor;
but there is nothing about her to in-
dicate that she is a well-spring of
poesy. However, she is occupying
herself in all sorts of ways just
now. Her only child was married
last year and lives in a distant city.
Her husband is absorbed in his busi-
ness. Mrs. Scott’s occupation since

But what of

wives and mothers?

The Song of The Shelf Women

We go in strong for contract,
We see a few new plays,

We do some daily shopping
And dress our hair new ways.

We frequent beauty parlors,
And exercise a bit;

We diet for reduction

And keep our bodies fit.

There’s nothing to our housework
(Our hushands lunch with friends);
We havent one darned thing to do
Until the darned day endsl

beside my desk she drew a sheet of
paper from her handbag, and in a
proud voice read the verses quoted
here.

“I killed an hour doing that,” she
boasted, as she dropped the manu-
script. “Pretty good, isnt it?”

I am fond of Mrs. Scott, but art
is art. | hedged. “Are those your
first verses?”

“My first, and probably my last,”
the author briskly assured me.
“They say every human being has
one poem in him or her. That’s
mine. Do you think some editor
will take it?”

her daughter’s marriage has been one she lightly de-
scribes as “slaying the hours.” Dropping into a chair

| hesitated. It’ a cruel thing to criticize a first brain-
child. Mrs. Scott rushed on, obsessed by her creation:

“The word in the last line, and in the last line but
one, wasnt ‘darned’ in my first version,” she confessed;
“it was stronger. | changed it, because | was afraid the
editors mightn’t like it too strong.”

“They might not.”

“That's what | thought. But just try it over the way
I wrote it first, and see how much better it is,” Mrs.
Scott urged.

“It’s certainly stronger,” | agreed.

“I'm going to leave it that way in the song version.
You see, | intend to set it to music and teach it to all
the women who are sitting on my shelf these days.
There are eight of us, so far, and the number is grow-
ing every season. You know several of them,” Mrs.
Scott went on. “Alice Hill, whose husband died last
year, is one. She has no children and not a single real
interest in life that | can discover. And there’s Mary
Safford, whose children have married and gone away
just as my Nancy has. Cora Small is another. She di-
vorced her husband, you know, for the best of reasons,
and she has no children. If you hear a burst of melody
some day youll know we’re all practicing The Song of
the Shelf Women.” \Turn to page P2]

E lizabeth Jordan

illustrated bjj WALTER BIGGS
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Straight from spotless creameries

... SO sweet and FreSh

Swift’s Premium Quality
seal, your guide to unvary-

SO carefully guarded for you ... this freshness! e e foad.
Wherever you live, you can depend on the
sweet, fine flavor of Swifts Brookfield Creamery
Butter. Made from tested and graded cream... in
the best dairy regions... it comes quickly and directly
to your dealer. Spotless refrigerator cars, refrig-
erated branch houses and all the resources of our
organization protect its quality at every moment.
Just ask your neighborhood dealer for a package of
Swift’s Brookfield CreameryButter... CreameryFresh!

Thedealerwho suppliesyou with Swift's
Brookfield Butter also carries Swift’s

L] - BrookfieldCheese and Eggs.Youwillfind
them of the same dependable excellence
as all Swift's Premium Quality foods.

FARM AND DAIRY PRODUCTS <« BUTTER - EGGS -CHEESE



How Mississippi
river boats put
new pages In our
cook books

The last time | was in St. Louis, gathering
together some Crisco recipes, | met an old
settler who “remembers way back when”
Mark Twain was a river-boat pilot. And he
told me how Mississippi river towns came
to have and keep their enviable reputation
for good cooking.

Most of the river packets that used to
swish-swish up and down the Mississippi
carried passengers—but no kitchens. So they
pulled into shore around mealtime at towns
where the best food was served. Rivalry
that existed between the towns produced
some of our choicest American recipes—
young fried chicken, corn fritters, huckle-
berry muffins—recipes so good that 1’ve
brought back several for your Crisco files.

What modern chefs know about flavor

The river packets and river-front eating
houses have passed—but in a St. Louis hotel
| ate fried chicken that was as good as Mark
Twain ever ate in the “old days.” Every
piece was wrapped in a coat of golden crunch-
iness, sweet-tasting and crisp, and covered
with creamy, rich chicken gravy.

I knew instantly that that chicken had
been fried in Crisco. No other fat I’ve ever
used wraps fried food in such a brown appe-
tizing crust. The best chefs everywhere, and
fine bakers, too, know what Crisco does for
food. That’s why so many of them use this
sweet, fresh shortening in their cooking and
baking. If you want to make a vast improve-
ment in your fried chicken, make this simple

change—fry it in Crisco. Anything that’s
fried will taste better fried in Crisco.

This St. Louis fried chicken was accom-
panied by a corn fritter that the chef told me
could lie pan-fried or deep-fried. But it has
to be fried in Crisco or | can’t promise that
it will have the delicate flavor that a good
fritter should have.

A recipe from Huck Finn’s town

Then there was a huckleberry muffin recipe
given to me by a woman in Hannibal, Mis-
souri, which | think you’d like to know
about. Perhaps you call them “blueberries.”
But anyway—in Huckleberry Finn’s town,
this muffin is a huckleberry muffin. If you
like you can use other fruits in this same
batter. 1 wouldn’t use any other fat but
Crisco in the batter, though. For I’ve found,
after all these years, that | always have
better baking results with Crisco. Crisco’s
quality is so uniform. It’s always sweet and
pure—just like unsalted butter fresh from
the churn.

And it’s so easy to work with. You never
need to cream Crisco separately, then add
(ohso slowly) the sugar... theneggs... You
can put Crisco, eggs and sugar into the mix-
ing bowl together and blend them with one
operation.

| have a little cook book, “12 Dozen Time-
Saving Recipes,” 17 like to send you. Just
write me, Winifred S. Carter, Dept. XM-80,
Box 1801, Cincinnati, Ohio.

W INIFRED S. CARTER

Taste Crisco—then

any other shortening. Crisco’s
sweet, fresh flavor will tell you
why things made with Crisco
taste so much better.
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CORN FRITTERS
1 cup flour M cup milk 1 teaspoon baking powder
2 eggs % teaspoon salt 2 teaspoons melted Crisco

1'A cups drained, canned corn or fresh corn cut from the cob

Sift dry ingredients together; beat eggs well; add milk and combine with
first mixture. Beat thoroughly. Add corn and melted Crisco. Drop by
tablespoons into deep, hot Crisco, 360° to 370° F. (or when inch cube of
bread browns in 60 seconds) and cook from 4 to 5 minutes, turning oc-
casionally. Drain on crumpled unglazed paper. If you wish to pan-fry
these fritters add ]4 cup additional flour to batter.

HUCKLEBERRY MUFFINS

4 tablespoons Crisco 4 teaspoonsbaking powder 4 tablespoons sugar
Yt teaspoon salt 1 egg % to 1 cup milk
2 cups flour Y cup huckleberries (or other small, firm fruit)

Blend Crisco, sugar and egg together in one operation. Mix and sift 1Y
cups flour, baking powder and salt and add alternately with the milk to
the first mixture. Mix lightly. Don't try to smooth out the batter.
Dredge berries with Yi cup flour and stir in gently. Bake in Criscoed
muffin{)ans in hot oven (400° F.) 25 to 30 minutes. This recipe makes
12 muffins.

ALL MEASUREMENTS LEVEL—Recipes tested and approved by
Good Housekeeping Institute. Crisco is the registered trade-mark of a
shortening manufactured by the Procter & Gamble Co.
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'‘Beginning’ the dramatic romance of Black Opal,
the mysterious veiled Orleans

HEN the two chests had been the spoils. He look the same risks as
Wbrought safely up the stair and Umberto. Tonight, if the customs offi-
deposited in his room, Um- cers had caught them, he, as well as

berto gave Gabreau a four-bit piece. Umberto, would have paid. More than
Gabreau snarled, turning his face away. He dared do  feet high, with large hands and feet, and deep-set eyes that, it was slavery. Slavery for one of the blood of
little more. Umberto was broad and handsome, like a  that were wistful, like a monkey’s. But he was not con-  Napoleon. Often Gabreau. born by the New Orleans
basso in an opera. Gabreau was a dwarf, a scant four tent with a tossed coin for his labors, Umberto keeping  docks, said to himself, “I am the blood of Napoleon.”
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He had told his mother that morning that he would
demand more. “Of course,” she had answered. “You are
two times as strong.”

“Half,” he mumbled now. “lI want half.”

“You got half,” Umberto growled. “Half dollar.”

He pushed Gabreau out—Gabreau who was stronger
than he—shut and locked the door. He listened till he
heard the flat tread recede down the balcony, then he
closed the inside shutters of the window and lit the
lamp.

A SQUARE room with a bare floor, a table, a cot, a
2*- chair, an old armoire of carved rosewood, a kero-
sene stove. Smoke from the stove had streaked the walls
and dimmed the rich oil portraits, the long gilt-framed
mirror.

Umberto brought the lamp over and set it before
the mirror that he might have a stronger light. He
drew up the smaller chest. It was nailed and required
the hammer, but it came open quickly. Opals—crys-
tallized rainbows—fire-bubbles, sleek and cool. Umberto
dug his hand into them. Opals, clear to the bottom.

He turned to the larger chest. Here would be the
loot. Here was the load at which Gabreau had grumbled
when they had carried it stealthily from the “Dolores”
to Umberto’s boat. Not often he called gn Gabreau to
help him carry things. Gabreau carried them easily
enough; but he was needed as a look-out. Tonight,
however—it was a heavy chest and too beautiful to
leave. He had abandoned a dozen smaller chests to take
it from the “Dolores.”

Umberto paused an instant, examining the chest.
Ebony, exquisitely carved in an open-work design, so
that one saw through it something that gleamed. The
lid fitted tightly, but it was not nailed or locked. As
he jerked the handle it opened and Umberto looked on
the thing that gleamed.

Silk, yellow, translucent, shot with little black gems.
A rope of pearls, and a bracelet set with emeralds—

Umberto drew back. Staring, he reached out his hand
for the lamp and held it close.

His eyes had not misled him. The bracelet glowed on
a wrist, slender, ivory-colored. Under the folds of silk
a woman’s form lay in the chest. Her dark, unbound
hair covered her face, and there was no sign of breath.

The lamp shook so Umberto set it down. He got to
his feet, backing away from the chest, bracing himself
against the door. In all his adventures as burglar, pick-
pocket, highwayman, he had never known the abject
terror of this moment, the chaotic wonder of what to
do next .... To what crime had he fallen heir? Ca-
breau would be witness that— Ah! Gabreau had
wanted half. He would close the chest, give it to Ga-
breau, let him have all.

The blood flowed back into Umberto's heart; but in
the act of lowering the lid he halted. The silks were
stirring, almost imperceptibly. The slim wrist lifted, a
white hand shook back the bracelet, moved to the hair,
pushing it abruptly back. She sat up, a pale girl, staring
at the lid of the chest erect beside her, then slowly
her eyes moved about the room until, they rested on
Umberto. She sprang from the chest, staring at him
from storm-dark eyes.

Umberto’s relief was such that he felt faint. He
stared back at the girl who, to his slowly recovering
senses, had taken on the semblance of an apparition.
She was young, perhaps not more than twenty. Her
evening dress—a mere jeweled slip with a rose half torn
from the shoulder—was stained and crumpled. Her
black hair fell about her heavy and uncombed. In their
gold slippers her feet were the tiniest that Umberto had
ever seen.

Whether because she was dark enough to have been
his country-woman, or because in the excitement of
the moment he instinctively lapsed into his mother-
tongue, Umberto could not know, but he spoke to her
in Italian—a voluble flow that began huskily and rose
to the heights of repressed wrath.
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Her pallor grew deeper and she spread out a hand
against the wall behind her, closing her eyes. There was
no water at hand, but there was wine—priceless wine
that had been mourned by its owners. Umberto opened
the old armoire, poured out a glassful. She drank in
gulps, steadied herself by the table, resumed her stormy
gaze at him.

Apparently she had not understood the Italian. Um-
berto translated it into the only other tongue he knew.

“How you getta that way?” pointing to the chest.
“1 bringa you here and thinka you dead. | got 'nough
troubles. What for you do thees?”

Her eyes moved to the door behind him.

“No you don’ go,” stated Umberto. Spanish was
probably her language and there were those in New
Orleans who would understand her when she related
the story of her removal from the “Dolores.” He might
even be accused of kidnapping as well as theft. “Wait,”
he ordered; “l come back.”

HE room had one window that like its one door

opened upon the balcony. Except at the front, there
are no windows in the outer walls of the old French
Quarter of New Orleans. The Creole built for privacy
and Umberto had fallen heir to that privacy. He made
certain that the one window was fast—he had nailed
it against Gabreau’s prying some time before—then
he went out, locking the door.

The balcony framed a square, flowered court, cen-
tered by a fountain and reached by a slender stair. Not
far from the stairfoot was a door behind which the
gambling rooms of Jason Divitt housed their activities
till three oclock in the morning. It was now four.
Divitt would have counted his earnings and gone to
his wife’s room, the room directly beneath Umberto's
with its great bed and Spanish lace curtains which
Molly Divitt had picked up in the shops on Royal
Street. Molly had been ailing for a month. Umberto
knocked softly, feeling it well not to disturb her.

Juanita heard the struggle, the heavy breathing, low Italian invectives, the twisting, the thumping, then a cry



McCALL’S MAGAZINE AUGUST 1930

Sllustrated

PRUETT CARTER

Silence, and presently without
a sound, the opening of the door.
Jason Divitt looked like a little
black ant. Umberto would have
made three of him, but he ruled
Umberto as effectually as Um-
berto ruled Gabreau. He had
come to New Orleans from what
was vaguely known as “the
West.” What lay back of him no
one, not even Molly, perhaps,
knew. But he had the manners of
a dancing master and the diction
of a pedagogue, except when he
desired, which frequently hap-
pened, to lay them both aside.
Silently his little, ant-like face
inquired what Umberto wanted.

Umberto jerked his head to-
ward the stair. It was an urgent
gesture, and Divitt, turning back
for his coat—he was in evening
clothes—followed him up the
stair and into the room.

THE girl stood by the window.
In the interval of Umberto’s
absence she had fastened up her
hair and thrust a high black comb
into it. She confronted the men
with no semblance of fear in her
eyes; yet the close observer might
have seen the trembling of her
clenched hands, the quick rise and
fall of her breast. Divitt turned
abruptly to Umberto.

“What’s this?” he demanded.

“Lady,” Umberto informed the
man. “She in da chest.”

“In that chest?”

Umberto pointed. “I tak’ eit off
da ‘Dolores.” Lady inside. I don’
know how she getta that way.
Stowaway maybe.”

Divitt went over to the chest,
looking through its contents.
Laces, robozos, mantillas, serapes;
a black cape which the girl
watched anxiously as he pulled
it out.

“Thees getta me in trouble,”
complained Umberto. “I think
she dead at first. | ask why she do such thing. She no
onderstan’ ltalian.”

“Get Conchita,” said Divitt. He threw the things
back into the chest while Umberto went down the bal-
cony to the last room on that side, a room whose
shuttered windows looked upon the street. Gabreau and
Conchita, his mother, sat by a candle. They looked at
him darkly.

Umberto, returning Conchita’s look, jerked his head
toward his room. She rose heavily, a squat, swart, bulg-
ing figure; and waddled behind him, Gabreau following.
Divitt was closing the chest.

“Talk to this lady in Spanish,” he ordered Conchita.

Conchita looked about the room, and discovering the
girl in the corner, sat down on the cot. During her
three years over Divitt’s place she had been called
on to face many situations without due preparation,
but to perceive what looked like a caged princess in
Umberto’s room—a princess who ten minutes before
could not have been there—or could she?—required
something more of savoir Jaire than even she possessed.

“Speak to her,” commanded Divitt, sharply. “There’s
no time to lose.”

Conchita mastered herself, leaned forward, hands
on her knees. She spoke abundantly, assuring the lady
that the weather was fine for winter, that the comb
in her hair was all it should be, and that we would all
be here next Christmas, please Saint Rita.

The stranger lifted one shoulder in a slight shrug
and turned to the window.

“Try her with French,” Divitt said to Gabreau.

Gabreau stepped from behind his mother.

“Parlez-vous— " he began.

The girl faced them abruptly. Her stormy eyes moved
over the group. “I speak English,” she said, with the
faint trace of an accent, an accent that was no more
than a slight lift of the shoulder. She scarcely knew
how to characterize Conchita’ jargon. “I speak Casti-
lian,” she explained.

“So you understood us all along,” remarked Divitt,
aware that he had said nothing to compromise himself.
He touched the chest with his foot. “What were you
doing in this?”

“Hiding,” she said simply. “Who are you?”

“Chief of the customs office,” replied Divitt coolly;
at which her cloak of temerity fell. Her eyes moved
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You’ll find it that way, honey. The world’s hard— there’ll always be somebody that knew you™

over the group as if seeking a friend, rested an instant
on Gabreau. The smaller of the chests was beside her
and she sat down.

“You have nothing to fear,” Divitt assured her, “if
you will give direct answers to my questions. What is
your name and why did you leave the Argentine as a
stowaway?”

Her eyes fell. They had read in Gabreau’ warning.

“My name is Juanita,” she replied. “l had a ticket
but it was lost—Ilost with my purse and all my money.”

“You have people in New Orleans?” asked Divitt.

“No. | did not know where the boat was—”

She stopped. Divitt supplied. “You did not know for
what port the ‘Dolores’ was bound?”

“Yes. It was bound for Vera Cruz. | have friends in
Vera Cruz.”

“But you failed to get off there.”

“1 had changed my mind. | had made friends with one
of the sailors. Benito Garcia was his name. He said if |
would come on to New Orleans he would take me to his
sister. He brought me food and water on the boat—
after | found that I had lost my purse. He went ashore
when the ‘Dolores’ docked.” [Turn to page 36]
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AOAST Guard Picket Boat 6835 towed the disabled
forty-eight footer “Trueheart” into port at
Smithville. When they had made her fast at the

pier, Captain Latimer of the Caswell Station gave her
captain-engineer hell, in a manner of speaking. Captain
Latimer was not usually cross with people whose lives
he saved, but this was not the first yacht the storm had
washed in and he was getting sick of it.

“What'd you aim to do,” demanded Latimer, roar-
ing above the wind, “settle down with this young
fellow and his pretty bungalow on Frying Pan Shoals?”

Captain Witt, the master, mate and pilot of the
“Trueheart,” was a wiry Newfoundlander. He leaned
bleakly against the gale and shouted into the Coast
Guardsman’ ear: “Owner’s orders. Owner said we
could make Smithville. | said we couldn’t. I was right,
but a bloody lot of good that did. We might have
made it, if the engine had lasted.”

“See any pretty red and white flags before you left
Beaufort yesterday?” continued Latimer with hoarse
sarcasm. “Ever read weather reports?”

“It looked pretty nasty, sir,” admitted Witt. “But
we understood the main disturbance was off Florida,
and Mr. Paulding thought—"

“No matter what he thought, you ought to have
better sense.”

“Is there a hotel he can stop at, sir?”

“Foot of this pier. We’ll tow your boat up an inlet.”

Her heart was a part of the wild moil of wind and waves

“1 stay with the ship, sir. Mr. Paulding
will go to the hotel.”

Mr. Paulding was below rummaging in
water-soaked lockers of the “Trueheart” for
something dry to wear. Presently he came
on deck, followed by a scared negro servant.

The weather-beaten Captain Latimer parried Mr.
Paulding’ thanks. He did not scold the owner, who
looked pretty severely chastened as it was. Twenty-four
hours of nervous strain and hunger—it had been im-
possible to cook with the “Trueheart” bucking like
a broncho—had not come under the head of pleasure.

“God, my throat!” exclaimed Paulding, a sturdy
figure in sweater and plus fours. “I’'m hoarse as a crow.
| won't be able to sing for six months.”

“Sing?” repeated Captain Latimer, whose eyes were
a twinkling blue squint, turquoises set in leather.
“Youre lucky to keep on breathing, my boy. Next
time when the weather man says ‘gale,” you believe
him.”

From the Stevens House, the unassuming hotel of
Smithville, the news went speedily abroad that Reed
Paulding was a guest—Reed Paulding himself, in per-
son, the baritone composer of that enormously popular
ballad, “Trueheart”; that he had already autographed a
phonograph record of same for Mr. Dave Stevens, the
proprietor; that he absolutely could not sing in public
because his contract with the phonograph people pro-
hibited it; that he
proposed to re-
main in Smithville
only for duration
of the storm; that
he was the best-
looking thing; that
he was unmarried.

Further, that he
was taking his
yacht south to join
some friends at
Fernandina, after
which they were to
cruise for the win-
ter. He was off on
a six months’vaca-
tion. Thiswas more
than Captain Lati-
mer could tell his
wife and daughter
that night at the
supper table—he
had left the Coast
Guard Station in
charge of his next
in command and
had come home to
Smithville for a
brief respite.

“Paulding? ”
echoed his daugh-
ter Ellen. “And he
sings? Not Reed
Paulding?”
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“All | heard was Paulding,”
said Captain Latimer. “And the
name of his boat—‘Trueheart’.”

“That proves it, that proves
it,” cried Ellen, her eyes shin-
ing. “That’s the name of that
song he wrote. He named the
boat for his song. It’s Reed
Paulding, Dad!”

“Who’s Reed Paulding?” de-
manded Captain Latimer, finish-
ing his beefsteak.

“Why, Dad! That’s as bad as
asking who is John McCormack.
Arent you ashamed to be so
ignorant!”

“I never heard him on the radio,” said the Captain
doggedly. “He cant amount to much.”

“Why, Dad! I'll play ‘Trueheart’ for you now.”

“You and Mama listen to it,” suggested the Cap-
tain, getting up abruptly. “I’ve got to get back to the
beach. Next thing you know we'U be towing in Will
Rogers and Amelia Earhart. | never saw anything like
a nasty blow to bring out yachts—especially bungalows.
Ought to be a law against letting them go outside.”

“Bungalow” was the slightly derisive salt-water
name for toomy yachts with many staterooms, espe-
cially those a bit top-heavy. The forty-eight-foot “True-
heart” scarcely deserved the epithet, but it was no
deep-sea-going craft, at that.

Ellen Latimer and her mother played “Trueheart”
three times on the phonograph that night, while its
celebrated baritone composer slept oblivious to the
gale that banged and whistled at the windows of the
Stevens House.

'T'HAT was Tuesday night. On Wednesday the storm
A was worse. A northeaster, stepchild to the autumn
tropical disturbance that was lashing the Florida and
Georgia coast, had been the lot of the Carolinas yes-
terday. But now the wind was southeast, the barometer
was sinking again after a brief rally, and the two red
flags that spelt hurricane were streaming out stiff and
sinister from the top of the weather mast at the
Garrison.

Captain Latimer and his men, who idled in fair
weather and worked like demons in foul, towed in a
water-logged five-master and saved with breeches buoy
the crew of a Spanish tramp that was going to pieces
on Frying Pan Shoals. Cape Fear had not been wrongly
named. The Captain was putting in a day of it; but
his women folk were not at home weeping, in the classic
manner of sea toilers’ relatives. They were planning a
coup de main.

It was Mrs. Latimer’s idea, to be perfectly accurate,
and not Ellen’s to invite Reed Paulding to dinner. The
poor fellow must be awfully lonesome, opined Mrs.
Latimer, who was inclined to be sentimental, too, about
his lovely voice. But it was Ellen who put the idea into
execution.

Ellen telephoned him first. That was safer, because
famous baritones couldn bite you over the phone. It
was well she took this manner of approach, too, be-
cause Mr. Paulding had been driven to his room by a
morning rush of autograph seekers and lion hunters
generally. Smithville was not unused to celebrities, for
it was a dropping-in point for yachts midway between
Norfolk and Charleston—Mr. Vanderbilt every now
and then; Mr. Fisher, the Fisher Body Fisher; even
Mr. Lindbergh and the Graf Zeppelin had been there
fleetingly. But not since the exotic guest who parked
two blue chows in the back yard, had Dave Stevens
done such land-office business in ice cream cones, or
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“They're in trouble— their engine’s dead. They'll be asking

served so many people at breakfast. And this was be-
cause Reed Paulding was not merely notorious, he \\as
popular. Everybody who owned a phonograph had
heard him sing, and everybody who had heard his
records wanted to see him. He was just like his pic-
tures, only better looking. He had a lean strong face
and rugged hair.

On being advised that there was a call for him in
the booth downstairs from Captain Latimer’s residence,
Mr. Paulding responded immediately. He was afraid
something had happened to his boat. He was agree-
ably surprised to hear, therefore, that the Captain’s
family merely wished to ask him to dinner.

“Why, delighted is no word for it,” responded Pauld-
ing. “What time shall you expect
me—say, seven o’clock, eight?”

“I'm talking about dinnersaid
Ellen didactically. “You're talking
about supper. Dinner is what we
have at twelve-thirty, middle of
the day.”

“Oho! Well, that makes it all
the pleasanter. | wont have to
wait so long. How shall | find the
house, Mrs. Latimer?”

“This is Miss Latimer,” said
Ellen, “and I’'m coming for you in
my flivver, now. It’s got a top on
it. You wont get wet.”

Ellen’s voice was soft as kit-
ten’s fur. You wouldnt call it a
drawl because a drawl is some-
thing you might associate with a
nasal twang, and there was none
of this in the soothing tones of
Ellen. It was just that she

wrapped up her words, even the skinny little articles,
a, an and the, in something soft and eiderdowny, and
handed them to you like a pat on the cheek with a
powder puff.

Reed Paulding considered himself patted on the
cheek. A voice meant a lot to him, because he lived
by his.

“Now | wonder what she will be like,” he ruminated
as he dressed for dinner, which meant taking off one
necktie, putting on another, taking that one off and
putting on still another. He chuckled nervously.

Well, if a'Coast Guard Captain saved your life, you
had to be nice and courteous to his family, didnt you?
Assuredly, and you had to be careful about the neck-
tie you wore, too.

Dave Stevens himself came up and knocked on the
door to announce the presence downstairs of Miss

Ellen Latimer. Dave considered
that this would be more impres-
sive than just hollering up the
stairs, as he usually did. There
was quite an audience waiting
downstairs. You’d have thought
Reed Paulding was going to get
married or something.

He knew her out of the crowd,
somehow, by her urbane and con-
fidential smile; for smile was
something else that Ellen could do
with conspicuous softness. She had
lovely teeth and effortless lips that

parted into cushiony curves, and—well,
you wanted to do something about those
lips. They fascinated you when she
talked, and you didn’t hear her words
at once, you heard the sound of her
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help before long”

words and then the words. The lips seemed to be saying
wordlessly, “Aw, why don’t you go on and kiss me,
then?”

Reed Paulding thought out all this between the time
she said “Mister” and the time she said “Paulding.”
Then she gave him her hand, which was the first thing
about her that wasnt soft. It was firm as a hempen
rope, and she had a grip.

She was tan and tawny, with blue eyes that twinkled
like her father’s, only they had much wider twinkling
space. She wore a perfectly yellow raincoat that was al-
most transparent, and one of her father’s rubber hats.

No speckled pup had e.ver approached her in cute-
ness; or at least that was the instinctive opinion of the
baritone composer of “Trueheart.”

He did not feel the sting of the raindrops shot at him
by the southeaster, as they climbed into the front seat
of Ellen’s flivver sedan. Nor did he observe any of the
distinguishing landmarks of Smithville as they sped the
four short blocks to Ellen’s home. He settled back with
a comfortable sigh.

“Life saved again,” he said fervently. “Yesterday
your father saved it. Today, you.”

Ellen was smiling. You never could tell what was be-
hind her smile. She might he thinking warm and inti-
mate things about you, or she might be laughing at you,
with very friendly tolerance. She kept her eyes ahead.

“How do you mean | saved your life?”

“You rescued me, and you are going to feed me. |
never can eat when a lot of people are looking at me.
This morning at breakfast | was so rattled | found my-
self reading the grapefruit and sprinkling sugar on the
Raleigh ‘News and Observer’.”

Ellen chuckled. “It must be great to be famous.”

“It must be,” agreed Paulding, readily, “or people
wouldnt be it.” [Turn to page 74



16

board motor boat, recognized Nicky’ brief scarlet

bathing suit from a distance, speculated idly on
the other suit, stretched beside her on the bathing float.
John must have got here, they decided; and as they
chugged along, they discussed idly the future of John
and Nicky. John, somebody volunteered, had graduated
all right in June and had a swell job lined up for the
fall. The consensus of opinion was that he and Nicky
would probably make a go of it. They'd been going to-
gether for years.

“I don’t think they’re so specially keen about each
other,” one of the young men made a minority objec-
tion. “Their people having the only two camps on the
Island, theyve naturally gone around together sum-
mers. That doesnt m'ean they've got to tie up for life.”

“Don’t go quaint on us, Rich,” somebody begged.
“People don’t tie up for life any more.”

Nobody followed that lead. Matrimonial statistics are
always less interesting than the people who may be

T HE half dozen coming down Ninth Lake in an out-

going to make them. The young people continued idly
to discuss John and Nicky.

And John and Nicky, unaware of the distant boat,
lying, tummies down, on the warm planks of the bath-
ing raft, really were discussing love.

“Oh, 1 've gone in off the deep end, all right,” the man
admitted. “I've always said that people who got this
way must have been dim bulbs to start with. | ve had to
eat my words, all right. They’re about all | have eaten
for the last six months,” he added gloomily. “I never
expected to lose my appetite over any girl.”

Nicky laughed sympathetically. “That’s the way it
gets you, when it gets you that way,” she observed in a
knowing tone.

“Much you know about it!”

“You must be hard hit,” the girl observed, “to lose
the old disposition! You always used to be so pleasant
and peelite.”

“I didnt mean to be unpleasant. | just meant that a
kid like you doesnt know anything about love.”
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“I'm not a kid. You just think | am because youve
known me all my life. 1'm eighteen; and | know a
great deal about love.”

John shook his head. “Nobody can know anything at
all about it till he’s had experience.”

“Nonsense,” said Nicky. “You may as well say that a
dentist can’t know anything about dentistry till he’s had
all his own teeth filled. Experience isn’t anything at all.
I1t’s the thought and study you've put on a subject that
counts.”

“And what thought and study have you ever put on
love?”

Nicky laughed ruefully. “You'd be surprised!” she
said.

John was momentarily diverted from his own misery.
“1 didn’t dream that you—I thought you were just in-
terested in swimming and playing tennis and dancing
and having a good time.”

“Mere sidelines,” Nicky dismissed them. “What all
women are really interested in is love. That’s why we
know so much about it.”

John glanced at her, then straight ahead again, skep-
tically out over the sparkling water.

“You think I'm bluffing, don’t you?” Nicky chal-
lenged. “Well 111 tell you one thing, you needn’t have
told me you were in love. | knew it before you'd been
on the Island five minutes. You can prove it by Mother,
if you like. Just ask her if I didnt say while you were
still at the dock getting your stuff out of the boat, ‘Of
all things! | actually believe John’s gone and fallen in
love!””

John continued to stare out over* the water.
“What made you think that?” he asked.

Nicky waved a careless gesture. “Mere details, my
dear Watson, too subtle for a man to understand, even
after he’d had them explained to him.”

“Too subtle, your grandmother’s kneecap!” John was
scornful. “You've got a fifty per cent break on a guess
like that. Either a person is in love or he isnt. Make
your guess either way and,you’ve got even chances.”

“Not with you, Johnny darling. If I'd accused you of
being in love last summer, you'd have said, ‘Not a
chance in the world!” In all the years we've been com-
ing here to the Island, this is the first time that guess
would have been right. And then you talk about ‘even
chances’!”

And, as John continued to look straight ahead, she
said, “And 11l bet you a box of cigarettes against a box

But,
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of matches that | can tell you something your—what’s
her name?—Moya did, that you’ll admit theres no
living way | could have known.”

“\Vhat?” the man demanded, curiosity triumphing
for the moment over Stygian gloom.

“Oh, let’s see, there are dozens of things to choose
from. Let’s see. Well, have you ever had a quarrel?”

“Why, yes, once. A sort of a quarrel, | suppose you’d
call it.”

Nicky nodded, observed that an occasional quarrel
wasn’t a bad thing. It seemed to work like advancing
the spark.

“When you parted, it was with the feeling that you
weren’t ever going to see her again?”

“Yes!”

Nicky nodded. “And you wouldn’t ever have seen her
again,” she added, “except for—"

“Except for what?” John asked unwillingly, but un-
mistakably interested now.

Nicky considered for several moments. “Well, it
might be several different things,” she said finally. “But
it’s most likely that after you got away you found you
had something of hers that would have to be returned.”

John was startled. “As it happened,” he said, “I did
find that | had her little rhinestone bag in my pocket.
It was by the merest accident. She’d kept dropping it
all the time early in the evening and had finally slipped
it in my pocket for safe-keeping.”

“And when you left her, after you'd
quarreled, she forgot to ask for it back.”

“Naturally. When | left her, we werent
either of us thinking of rhinestone bags.”

“You werent, at any rate,” Nicky
agreed qualifyingly. “And then,” she con-
tinued, “you—well, | suppose you con-
sidered first returning it by registered
mail, coldly, without a word.”

“Of course, that did occur to me
John admitted stiffly.

“But, on second thought, you realized
that if you did it that way, she might feel that you
were afraid to see her. Then you thought youd
merely stop at her house sometime when you hap-
pened to be passing and leave it for her. But then,
considering—how far would you have had to go out of
your way in order to happen to be passing her house?
Ten miles? Well, naturally, you felt that with a trip
like that, you'd better call up first. So when you came
with the bag, she happened to be at home. And, by a
lucky chance, she happened to have on the particular
dress that you always thought she looked the prettiest
in. And she was so sweet and—well, sort of sad in a
very dignified way, of course—that the first thing you
knew, youd admitted that you'd been all wrong and
the quarrel was made up. And you were crazier about
her than ever before.”
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John sat bolt upright on the gently
swaying raft; and from his honest,
kindly face, awed amazement had en-
tirely wiped away incredulity.

“How,” he demanded simply, “did
you know all this? Do you know
Moya?”

Nicky shook her head. “Only what
you've told me about her, yourself. |
dont know Moya but | know technique.
And | was pretty sure that Moya’s
must be good. To have got you, | mean.
Just being terribly pretty wouldnt have
done it. I've seen too many pretty girls
here at the lake try. And you've never
fallen for any of them—you've never

even stubbed a toe. You've treated them all with the
same good-natured indifference that youve always
treated me with.”

“I've never treated you with indifference,” John
denied indignantly. “I couldn’t be fonder of you if you
were my sister. Who taught you the jackknife dive?
And haven't | broiled myself to a crisp on the tennis
court day after day, giving you balls to build up your
backhand? ‘Indifference™—there’s gratitude for you!”

“Oh, I know. Jack, | am terribly grateful. Why, Ive
actually got a chance in the club tournament this fall,
thanks to you. Of course I'm [Turn to page 83]



18

Jules Cartier broke into the mob, jostling with his elbows, bidding the guests move on

'WEETHEART! M'sieu Sweetheart!” Neeka clapped

her hands as if to catch the words between her fingers
and imprison them like butterflies. And Robert Carlyle,
looking down at this lovely creature of the forests,
thought wild roses were no more sweetly flushed than
the girl’s, chefeks and her eyes shone, star-like. “I did
not think thereiwas this much happiness in the worl’,”
she whispered. Carlyle took her in his arms again.
“Xeeka, adorable! Give me something to take with me
when | go,” he pleaded. “Those violets in your sash
... put them in this pocket over my heart.”

Like the brilliant flash of a cardinal across a sum-
mer sky, Carlyle had burst into Neeka’s life, had swept

her off her feet. In the frozen North that had fost-
ered her she had known men, of course, dark, un-
couth men like Jules Cartier, the trapper, whom
she hated—and kind Mr. McDonald, the keeper of
NeepaWa’s trading post. But never before had she
seen such a man as Carlyle, clean-limbed, superbly
blond, breathing of the England he had left only a
short time ago. More proudly than ever he wore
the red jacket of office—corporal in the mounted
police—for his criminal quarry, snared after a long
hunt, was safely lodged in the warehouse with
Neekas pets—and within a day or two he would
take the man, a desperado, down to Edmonton.
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That Carlyle might be philander-
ing never occurred to Xeeka, although
at first she had thought: “The M'sieu
and Daisy will marry. They are so
beautiful, so suited to each other.”
But Carlyle knew Daisy for what
she was—Daisy, the dance-hall girl,
who had been blown, literally, into
Xeeka's life on the tail of a raging
blizzard. And Daisy, binding him to
secrecy about her past, allowed Mis-
cou, Xeeka's half-brother, darkly si-
lent half-breed, to make love to her.
for Daisy needed Miscou in her plan
to capture a treasure of hidden gold.

It was Mrs. McDonald who burst
the fragile bubble of Xeeka's dream.
“A white man cannot marry a half-
breed Indian girl!” she said. Xeeka’s
heart froze, she thirsted for venge-
ance. Straightway she made for the
LaRonde cabin where Carlyle was
closeted with Daisy. Her fingers
neither trembled nor faltered as she
reached in the pocket of his dis-
carded coat, touched the violets she
had given him, clutched cold steel—
handcuff keys!

Fifteen minutes later, the girl found
Carlyle, on hands and knees, picking
up the crushed petals she had flung
to the floor. Stormily they quarreled.
Then, her woman’s heart softened.
She loved him; that was enough and
this, she knew, was farewell. Encir-
cled in his arms, her tender eyes
swimming, she pleaded: *Tak‘ me
with you instead of that man. m'sieu.
| am ready to go wit” you . . . any-
where.” There was a brisk knocking
at the door behind them.

Part 111

ULES CARTIER lunged into the
cabin.  “M7ieu Corporal.” he
began, “l come wit’ bad news.
Your prisoner she is escape! The
door of his cage is open and pouf!
your bird she is flew!”
Carlyle clapped his hand to his pocket and, at the re-
assuring touch of metal, recollection of Xeeka's strange
action flooded his mind. “Xeeka!” he gasped. She hung
her head, guiltily. “Did you do this?”

“1 hav’ already tol” you that, msieu.”

“But why, for God’s sake, why?”

“That too | hav’told you. It was because | am mad
at you and Daisy. Because | hate you an’ where |
hate, | strike.”

His next words came from between set teeth:
“You've struck, all right! Do you know what it means?”
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Cartier broke in with ill-concealed
glee: “She is a bad one, | tell you!
A thief, m’sieu! Many time hav’ she
rob my trap-line. Now she go after
bigger game, eh? She rob the law’s
trap of a murderer.” He turned upon
Neeka, gloating, “Ah, but you will
pay for that, you thief! The king
is not poor Jules Cartier. You cannot
rob his trap and throw his law to his
facel”

CARLYLE pushed the excited man
aside and spoke to Neeka. “Do
you know what it means?” he re-
peated. “It means I will have to ar-
rest you for conspiracy.”

“I don’ care, msieu.”

“No,” he cried, bitterly. “You
don’t care! You can see me the
joke of the service. What do you
care if 1 go back to barracks with-
out my man, that | lost him—the
king’s prisoner—through a girl? Do
you get that last! A girl! Fooled by
a girl 1 was ass enough to trust, to
care for!”

“They will not know how | got
those key, msie.u,” she said. “They
can kill me but | never tell!”

He flung away, impatiently. “What
difference how you got them? You
took them, didn’t you? You freed
the prisoner, and all in pique because
you thought that Daisy and |—How
rotten! I'm done for. Done for the
service. Il be kicked out, a dis-
grace!” he shouted, brushing past
the girl who would have clung to
him. “You've had your revenge and
to burn! I may have stolen a kiss or
two, but by jove | ve paid for them!”

“‘Pay?’ That’s it, m’sieu!” she
broke in. “That is what | try to tell
you, but you won’t understand.” She
barred the door with her body, arms
outflung. “M’sieu, you mus’ listen
to me now. | hav’ tol” and toP you
that for what | take from the trap-
line I mak’ return, always. You say
you want me—for to kiss—for to
hav’ for yourself. 1—" she faltered,
aware of the burning curiosity of
Jules and the eager moisture of his
red lips as he savored this juicy
morsel of scandal. “Oh, m’sieu, |
am ready to mak’ trade for that
mans | set free from his trap.”

Carlyle looked at her, coldly. “So,
that’s the game, is it?” he said.

“Well, let me tell you, young woman, you have nothing
| want. Absolutely nothing!”

Jules laughed: “You see! The law cannot be trade
wit’'!”

Carlyle wheeled on the trapper, fiercely. “Shut up!”
he ordered, “and stay out of this!”

Neeka whispered, in a thin, dry voice: “Nothing,
msieu?”

“You heard me. You've done a dirty, despicable
thing. You’ve turned loose a murderer who will stop at
nothing. He killed his own wife in cold blood, strangled
her and murdered her unborn baby—his, though his
crazed mind wouldn’t believe it; thought it was the
other man’s. Now that he is free he’ll find that man
and there will be another killing. And you let him
loose! Get out of my way. God knows how far he has
gone, but I ve got to find him, somehow!”

“Msieu!” she wailed, but he threw her aside and
flung out of the cabin. From the path he called back
to Jules, “See that she doesn’t get away, Cartier. Well
deal with her, later.”

He was gone. Jules, grinning at Neeka, drew a heavy
chair before the door and squatted upon it. “You stay
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The only stranger passed unnoticed— the blind man, trying to see with sightless, staring eyes

a/ 1 romance of (jocls Quality

where you is, you understand?” he said, leering at
Neeka; “you belong to the law now!”

Picking his yellow teeth with the blade of his knife,
he tilted back his chair and heaped jibe upon jibe,
taking occasion to spit frequently. “He hav’ you good,
that Mounty! ‘I no want nothings you got,” he say.
She plain talk! 1 enjoy telling that story at the post, eh?
How those men laugh! Neeka think herself pay for one
murderer! One dirty little breed ... .”

“You say that word, Jules,” she broke in, “an’ you
be a dead mans!”

He spat, contemptuously: “Me, dead? How? You no
got that devil-dog wit” you now, cherie. You are Jules
prisoner, eh?”

She longed for Giekie. If the dog would only slip
his collar and come to her! Before her swift run to the
warehouse, to set free the prisoner, she had chained
Giekie securely, fearful he might betray her.

“Well, Giekie is not here,” Jules was saying. “An’
| think when you are tak’ to jail in Edmonton | will
hav’ something to say wit’ that dog of yours! I think
you both pay pretty good for stealing from the trap-
line of Jules Cartier!” [Turn to page 96]
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HATS GOING ON

Dorothy Heyward

TURNING OVER
NEW LEAVES

WITH VIOLA PARADISE

cfh j4?nd Out
Whe dfammock

pleasant book, with just enough storm and stress

to make the happy ending worth holding one’s
breath for. And here’s the book—Dorothy Heyward’s
Three-A-Day, to read in the gently swaying hammock.
It opens with a vast audience waiting for the famous
Ricardo Andrei; but the temperamental violinist has
chosen this hour for composition, soaking the while
in a hot bath, and leaving his audience and his man-
ager in the lurch—and himself as well. For his con-
cert career is cut short, and he is soon plunged from
luxury and fame to penury and anonymous member-
ship in the “Jadric Trio,” where he learns about
keeping appointments with vaudeville audiences in
the “sticks,” and has to work on his concerto out of
business hours. He learns, too, about love, for the
trio’s harpist is a beautiful, quick-tempered girl
named Jan; and Tad, the trio’s flutist, rebellious son
of a millionaire, is also in love with her. True love
runs rough, indeed, over a roadbed of jealousy, sepa-
rations, and hard luck; and though you suffer anguish
on behalf of Jan, and dont see how the author can
pull her through, you feel secretly sure that Mrs.
Heyward won't let you down, and that by hook or
crook she’ll see that everybody lives happily ever
after. And she does. Three-A-Day is one of those
infrequent novels for which thousands have been
sighing—a straight, clean story about people you can
really like and not cluttered up with long reports of
drunken parties and the counterfeit fastness which is
so often palmed off on us as typical of “flaming”
youth.

Pilgrim’s Ford, by Muriel Hine, shares these vir-
tues, and has others of its own. Its setting, the Eng-
lish countryside, with lovely gardens and spinneys
and aristocrats and faithful, dignified servants, is
more familiar to us than the vaudeville circuit. You
will like Joy, the courageous, enterprising, half-
Spanish little girl with a sense of humor, who comes
an orphan to her English grandfather, and wins her
way to his heart against his will and against his pre-
conceived notion of what a daughter of a Spanish
dancer would be. Joy grows up, and her own heart is
won and lost and won again; and despite many bitter
trials, her courage and spirit carry her through to
happiness and fulfillment. [Turn to page 102]

I I ERE’S lazy August, and the desire for an easy,
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A REVIEW OF MOTION PICTURES

BY ROBERT E. SHERWOOD

\Y,

IVE different companies have played Journey’s
F End throughout the United States and Canada.

Other companies, almost beyond count, have pre-
sented it in cities, towns and villages in Great Britain,
France, Germany, Holland, Austria, Australia, Finland,
Japan, Sweden, Czechoslovakia, the West Indies.
Africa and, by the time this is printed, probably all
other sections of the globe.

This modest, plotless, womanless little play, which
first saw the light in London in the winter of 1929, has
become Great Britain’s leading export, and far more
of a bond in common than the covenant of the League
of Nations.

Now, as though the play itself hadnt had sufficient
circulation, a film version of Journey’s End has come
forth to multiply by hundreds the audiences who may
be privileged to hear this temperate but mighty argu-
ment against war. Fortunately, the picture has been
made with unprecedented fidelity and with admirable
skill. It was directed by James Whale, who first staged
the play; and at the head of its excellent cast is Colin
Clive, creator of the role of Captain Stanhope in London.
R. C. Sherriff’s delicatei dialogue remains on the screen
almost word for word as it was on the stage. Thus, this
new Journey’s End gains distinction as one of the
finest and most honorable of talking pictures, a credit
to all who were engaged in its preparation and to the
mechanical medium which made it possible.

It is not, however, of particular credit to the cinema,
any more than a plaster cast of the Winged Victory is
a credit to the art of sculpture. Perhaps this is a niggling
criticism, but it is offered by one who believes fervently
in the independent individuality of the moving picture,
and who deplores its present tendency to sacrifice that
individuality by depending on the stage for its material,
its talent, its very form. A moving picture has the right
to be something more than a clever counterfeit of a play
or a musical show. However, if there must be imita-
tion, then one should be grateful when it is as faithful
to its model as is Journey’s End.

From the talkie,

The gods of war receive more blasts in All Quiet On
The Western Front which, like Journey’s End, was
a passionate diatribe from an unknown soldier, and one
which swept across the face of the earth. But .4/
Quiet, being a novel of impressionistic pattern, pre-
sented to its adapters much greater opportunity for the
movement and pictorial sweep that are peculiarly ap-
propriate to the screen. This opportunity has been capi-
talized skillfully by Lewis Milestone, the director. He has
filled the picture with magnificent [Turn to page 91]
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A REVIEW OF THE THEATER
BY HEYWOOD BROUN

finding that the American sense of humor, of

which we are all so proud, can become at times
a very poignant nuisance. We laugh too much. It would
not be a bad thing if a good many playgoers were to
reverse a familiar phrase and declare, “After all, there's
so much joy and happiness in the world that one doesn't
want to go to the theater to find the same thing." But
granted the pleasant effect of a deep-seated community
chuckle sweeping through a crowded auditorium, there
still remains its most unpleasant cousin—the laugh
which comes in the wrong place. Some of the finest and
most sensitive of modern comedies have been marred
by the disposition of audiences to follow the wrong cues
in the matter of laughter. Heartbreaking things and
opinions stated in all earnestness have been accepted
again and again as mere clowning on the part of some
funny fellow.

Bernard Shaw has suffered peculiarly in this respect.
He was, at one time, a man of devout and passionate
sincerity. It was his intention to remake the world ac-
cording to the principles of Fabian Socialism. Poverty
seemed to him the one cardinal sin. Conventional mo-
rality and current economics felt the sting of his lash.
He said that the people in the world around him were

N O MAN can go to the theater much without

Journey’s End,” a temperate but mighty argument against war
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Violet Kemble-Cooper and Tom Powers in Shaw's

largely hypocrites and cowards. To which they responded
with loud guffaws and exclaimed, “The chap is certainly
comic.”

Naturally | would hardly maintain that Mr. Shaw
did not make many direct bids to amuse the listener.
Wit danced upon the surface of his dialogue, but it was
no more than a tassel upon a sharp and cutting sword.
First and foremost he was a critic of his day and age.
Until recently there was no foundation for the oft-
repeated assertion that the man was a mountebank.
Still less was it fair to say that he merely attempted to
tear down and never to build up.  [Turn to page 91]

WORDS AND MUSIC

By DEEMS TAYLOR

Voice Ofy t City

HEN Gustave Carpentier’s Louise was first per-
Wformed at the Opera Comique in Paris, in 1900,

it made operatic history in more ways than
one. For one thing, the early performances of the title
role were given by a young soprano of Scotch extraction,
whose native tongue was English, and whose French
was far from flawless. She was, notwithstanding, an
overwhelming success, and her conception of the role
has always remained a classic. Her name was—still is,
as a matter of fact—Mary Garden.

But Louise was unique in its subject matter as well
as in its presentation. It was, and has remained, the
only successful opera whose characters are working
people. Louise is a seamstress, her father is a day
laborer, and the remainder of the cast are for the most
part rag-pickers, policemen, old-clothes men, street
arabs, chair-menders, and similar itinerant and im-
pecunious entrepreneurs. Julien, Louise’s lover, and his
cronies, who are Bohemian philosophers, painters, and
musicians, are the sole representatives of what might be
considered the upper crust; and they, however sophisti-
cated, are penniless.

Louise appeared first in New York during those riot-
ous years between 1905 and 1908, when Oscar Hammer-
stein and the Metropolitan Opera Company were
fighting their operatic duel to the death, hurling new sing-
ers and new operas at each other’s heads with a reckless
disregard for expense that made the lot of the opera-
goer a happy one. Louise, with Mary Garden in the title
role, was one of Hammerstein’s missiles, and a most
effective one. With Hammerstein’s passing, Louise van-
ished from New York until the Chicago Opera Company
brought it back for a series of post-war visits. Later the
Metropolitan produced it for Geraldine Farrar. Last

‘The Apple Cart”

spring it reappeared in New York with still another
heroine, Lucrezia Bori.

The great appeal of Louise lies in its simplicity and
humanity. After the pomposities and inflated heroics of
S0 many operas, it is a relief to listen to a score that is
based upon nothing more pretentious than street cries,
to follow a story that concerns everyday people.

Of plot there is almost none. Louise is in love with
Julien, and wants to marry him. Her parents refuse to
let her, and she runs away with her lover and lives with
him on Montmartre. (It might be explained, by the way,
that in France no woman can marry, whatever her age,
without her parents’ consent.)

Into her gay existence among the Bohemians comes
her mother, bearing the news that Louise’s father, whom
she adores, is desperately ill, and wants to see his
daughter. Louise goes back, with her mother’s promise
that she may return to Julien whenever she wishes. That
promise is broken. Her parents keep her virtually a pris-
oner. Louise, famishing for freedom and life, defies her
father, runs away again, and is seen no more.

The real hero is the city of Paris itself. Julien is an
accident in the girl’s life, almost a pretext. It is the city
that calls her most irresistibly—the city, with its cafes
and boulevards and crowded, clamorous streets, and their
promise of excitement, and irresponsibility, and ro-
mance. The score is voluble with its street cries, and its
very voice becomes articulate at the last, whispers and
beckons—"0O jolie, O jolie!" [Turn to page 34]

Can [Religion
fie f)estroked'?

THE SERMON OF THE MONTH

DR. RICHARD ROBERTS
Reviewed By .

REV. JOSEPH FORT NEWTON

R. ROBERTS is minister of the Sherboume
D Church, Toronto, in the United Church of
Canada.

After two notable pastorates in London, he came first
to the Church of the Pilgrims in Brooklyn, and later
went to the American Church in Montreal. In his recent
Merrick Lectures, entitled The Christian God, he deals
with religion in the light of behaviorism, insisting that
the strange behavior of man on his knees at an altar
must somehow be explained. The sermon here reviewed
is timely in view of the efforts of the leaders of Soviet
Russia to destroy religion.

Sort, Telva and Rothier charmingly revive “ Louise”

“Can religion be destroyed?” asks Dr. Roberts. “Jesus
seemed to think so when He said, “‘When the Son of Man
cometh, shall He find faith on earth P’Suchiwords bespeak
something more than a passing mood of depression, born
of weariness of mind and body. They show a quick and
piercing insight into the awful possibilities of disintegra-
tion. Jesus did not believe in the false idea of the inevi-
tability of the progress of man onward and upward
forever. He knew that humanity may any day offer a
swift and terrible slip backward, and lose its vision of
the best.”

As Dr. Roberts knows, our fathers held that religion,
founded as it is on deep human wants, cannot perish.
But to us it is conceivable that religion may vanish, or
sink so low as not to deserve the name. We have dis-
covered the ease with which man forgets his wants, or
mistakes one want for another. There is in human nature
a deep need for beauty; but under misery and gross liv-
ing that need seems to disappear. There is need for
honor, but in times of panic and break-up this need is
forgotten. The wants of man are kept alive partly by be-
ing satisfied, and when they are neglected they may die.

“Jesus had no illusions about human nature,” says
Dr. Roberts. “He told men that the Kingdom of
Heaven is at hand, but He did not mean that it will
come automatically, by evolution or otherwise. This is
a religion in which we cannot count on evolution or
progress, for man is the arbiter of his own fate. Whether
the final change in mankind will be for the best, no one
can tell. It can be and may be, depending on whether
mankind will admit the Kingdom of God into their
hearts. Here there is neither certainty nor inevitability;
and Jesus did not deceive Himself. He said that there
is doubt; but He also believed that there is hope.”

Yes, religion can be destroyed in the individual and
in society, as Dr. Roberts admits. Often we read in the
Bible of periods when there was no vision, and the earth
seemed swept clean of every trace of [Turn to page 50]
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‘Gran’dad said when | seen my way to doin' his will I could come back”

EAVIN'S

T WAS growing dark wfth the quick-
I ness of dark in a hill country, and

there was still no sign of the three
dead cottonwoods. They stood at the fork
of the road and a little way past them,
quarter of a mile maybe, the real estate
man said—on the north fork was the
place. The first farm. His farm.

Steve Holley had been watching for those cotton-
woods so intensely that now and then he was overtaken
by a sick doubt of his own eyesight. Did he know a
cottonwood when he saw one? These three trees were
dead, but so were plenty more. Just dead, standing here
and there among the boulders on the sloping hillside
with their whitened arms stretched up to the sky as if
they had perished begging for something—water, maybe,
or just some sort of food they wanted.

He tried to shake off these thoughts when they came.
It was foolishness tp think of trees .having feelings, but
he couldnt help it. He had picked up the notioit*in
France when he was’just a kid and it had stuck to him
ever since. More than once the sneaking conviction had
come that those three dead trees, standing together like

gveA/n Muirray Tmphell

Illlustrated hi/ E. E WARD

lonely men, had helped to make him buy the place.
The conveyance had read: “From a point beginning at
three cottonwood trees . . . ”
The road was no more than two nar-
row ruts dotted with stones and wan-
dering roots, and the little second
hand car kept rocking and plunging like
a tug on rough water. The steam was
pouring out of the radiator and Steve
watched it anxiously. He had to get
water soon and there was no sign of
trough or pump. No houses, no fences,
just that wandering road that never
got anywhere, but did grow steeper
and rougher with every rod.

freedom

At a particularly bad
jounce there was a faint
protesting squawk from the
rear of the little car and the
driver glanced over his
shoulder reassuringly and
muttered, “Never you mind,
old ladies, youll be getting

home presently,” and blushed,
for this was nearly as bad or
worse than the matter of the
trees, for now he was talking
to a crateful of hens, sleepy,
ruffled things who had lost
what little brains they owned
in the beginning of this ex-
traordinary journey.

But to Steve they repre-
sented a cargo of immense'impor-
tance. His first live stock! Knowing
that he should not, he had bought
them in Pilot Hill soon after he
bought the car. They were in the
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crate standing before a store,

melancholy heads stuck through

the slats, watching what

would surely be their last

day. But Steve’s pitying

glance had changed that.

He reprieved them. He

bought a bulging sack of

chopped feed and a bale

of hay to make nests, though

of course there would be

plenty of straw and feed ly-

ing around the farm. But

these hens were going to lay

eggs for his breakfasts all

winter long and sentimentally he wanted to provide
nests for them, too. Steve was giving himself the great
treat of his life and everything had to be right about it.

He had been so happy in Pilot Hill buying his first
supplies that everybody laughed in sympathy. The
storekeeper who sold him the hens and all his provisions,
and the garage man when he bought the car—all had
laughed in a queer sort of way. But the real estate man
had not laughed at all. He had been very busy, just
taking time to say, “Well, young feller, you got my
letter okay? You know what it said. There’s no claim
about a growin’ crop. You bought as it stands.”

Steve knew that. He didnt want a growing crop. He
wanted to put in one of his own; for what other reason
had he been studying night after night while he saved
up the money?

“An’ say!” the real estate man bawled after him,
“those folks left the furniture, but like as not they
took their beddin’. You better carry along some.”

“Sure,” Steve thanked him gratefully; “some blan-
kets’ll be enough for me. | ve been a rookie, you know.
| learned how to sleep anyhow when | was over in
France.”

At that the real estate man became busy again, mut-
tering that he didnt want to be bothered about a deal
once it was made.

Now that the trip was nearly over Steve was still
happy, though a little strained from looking for the
dead cottonwoods. He had made the move a year or
two earlier than he planned. It had come to the point
where he had to get out of the smoke and gas of the
city, and the crowds. He just had to get out, that was all.

HE HAD been a fine strong kid when he got that
touch of gas and had been able to stand it off for a
long while; but now he was older and with indoor work it
had got him. The docs said it would be all right, though
—rest and good food and a little work out-of-doors
would see him to ninety. The farm was the answer to
that prayer. He came across the advertisement one day
when the longing for sun and air was too great, and now
he owned it. Like magic. The people named Stricland
had taken twenty-six hundred dollars for house and
furniture and machinery just as it stood. All he had to
do was to move in, study his land, put in his crops and
go right on being happy.

Steve had been born in a tenement, gone to a ward
school and earned his living poring over books in a
cubbyhole office of a warehouse. Except in that brief
encounter with brilliant death overseas, which had left
him a little queer in one lung, he 'had known no fields;
but from what little he knew, he had built to this.
Rocky hillsides turning brown and gold in the first frost
did not seem unfriendly to him. He had learned about
growing things from books; but he did not know that
the dust that settled on his chickens and his car was
dead-white dust that the rains would turn into glue. He
saw the tall pines lifting majestic shoulders over the
low growths of scrub oak, and the hills it seemed to
him had breasts as soft as purple down. He felt timid
creatures hiding in the hazel brush and wished that he
might let them know that they never need to hide from
him, because the sight of guns sickened him and made
him old.

When he had almost ceased to hope for them, he
came to the three dead trees. They were so real, so true
to their description, that all his convictions, dulled a
little by the long ride, came back to life. He looked up
at the ghostly heights, pale against the bluing sky, and
turned into the north fork which was no road at all,
but merely a cleared way where stumps of felled trees
must be dodged; and the little steering wheel spun and
twisted in his hands until there was no time to look
about.

So Steve’s farm came to Steve and he found himself
sitting in its dooryard—blank, incredulous, but know-
ing with that sudden sweep of bitter intelligence which
comes cruelly to the blind and trusting, that he had
been duped. He had fallen for one of the oldest swindles
in the world. He was an easy mark. He was done.

The farm was a half-hearted clearing on the steep
slope of a hill. There was a patch where corn or pota-
toes might be grown, but from its barren soil rose a

dead forest of stumps that

looked like fingers point-

ing in scorn and derision.

A cabin of split logs sat in

the middle of thissemi-

bare ground, but the

clay chinks were fall-

ing from between the

logs and the door

hung open on one

rusty hinge. Beyond

the cabin was another

shelter, if a brush roof

could be called that,

for the tottering structure was no more than four poles
planted insecurely and covered with more poles that held
the refuse. Under this dubious protection the rusty blade
of an ancient hand-plough reared its head and thatwas all.
Inside the cabin desolation was even more complete,
for this was the sordid ignominy of human poverty and
sloth untempered by the sky and trees. The puncheon

“You bring no fire under these trees!”” she ‘cried.
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floor was bare except for the dark stains of grease and
tobacco that made a sort of aura around the red-rusted,
tumble-down cookstove, spilling ashes through all its
broken doors, bolstered by flat flints where legs were
missing. There was a frying pan caked with grime and
grease, a board table in the middle of the room, a stool
or two, and in a corner an incongruous object, an old
walnut bedstead high at the head and foot, ornately
carved with bunches of grapes and pine cones, all black
with smoke and grease like everything else. Steve, in his
bewilderment, had a strange feeling when he looked at
the bed, that between it and himself was a curious
kinship, for both had known better times and both had
come to ignominy and failure.

He sat on one of the stools and held his head; and
the gaping red stove grinned at his misery. Framed.
He was a city guy who didnt know his way around, a
fool ex-service man mooning over what everyone had
forgotten and nursing a hole in his lung; and he had
been framed by a farmer and a small-town hick. No
wonder the garage man and the storekeeper laughed

“I"’ll do that”
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out loud when he told them about his farm with the
mountain view. He had bit like a hungry fish and some-
body had his twenty-six hundred dollars and he had
this! He had bit because he was so starved for trees
arid growing things, and air.

There was a faint, patient sound somewhere . . . The
door was wide open and he could see something moving
in the clearing, timidly, haltingly, as if advance was
heavy with pain and doubt. As it came nearer he saw
that it was a dun-colored cow, lame in one leg and so
thin that she tottered like the sapling shelter.

He had the bale of hay open somehow, and he car-
ried an armful to the sheltered side of the house. He
spoke to the cow, “Here, bossy; here, bossy,” and she
hobbled after him with a piteous eagerness.

Time had passed. He saw that it would be foolish to
start back so late. It wouldnt kill him to spend one
night in the sickening hut. So he gathered sticks for the
grinning stove and fished a lantern and a can of beans
from the car and when the fire was lighted and the
beans opened, he sat down to eat and discovered Stric-
land’s message.

Pinned to the table with a large black thorn, the piece
of dirty paper was scrawled with blunt writing:

Mak yorsef welcum to yore home stranger. This is all yores.
We tuk whut we wanted and you kin have the leavins.

He got a picture of the man while he read this—the
snickering joke of it. “Leavin’s.” Well, he deserved
that! In the bitterness that
came back upon him he re-
minded himself that he was leav-
ings, too.

He was standing in the door
when a girl in a blue dress, rid-
ing a bony mule, came into the
clearing. A long, liver-colored
hound loped from the brush and
flung itself sprawling in the dust
before the door, going to instant
sleep, indifferent of Steve’s pres-
ence.

HE looked about fourteen or

at the most twenty. She was
so scrawny and little in the blue
slip-dress and with bare, red legs
that she might have been a child,
but the big black eyes, the sharp,
knowing little face did not be-
long to a child.

“You the feller from up North,
I reckon?”

Steve, amused, said that he
was. He supposed that she be-
longed to some hidden home-
stead of the neighborhood. But
her next words stunned him.

“Then | reckon Pappy’s put
out for Californy with his
woman an’ lef” me behind.

“l b’en down the river to see
my gran’dad,” she explained.
“I' thought mabbe he’d take me
in on account of Pappy’s last
woman not likin® me, but he
wouldnt. He lent me the mule,
though, an’ says when | see my
way to doin’ his will I could
come back an’ stay at his place

long as | liked. But | ain't
seen it yet. Someway | can't.
No, Il make out somehow

without doin’ his way.”

Steve invited Stricland’s
daughter into the cabin with
some timidity, but she followed
as if she expected nothing else.
The stove was glowing and the
lantern softened the squalor into
shadows. There was a bundle of
new red and brown blankets on
the bed.

“You-all goin’ to have it fine
here,” she said wistfully. “You
got such a plenty. All that grub
and ownin’ the farm jus’ for
yourself. Yes, suh, you sho’ are
lucky.”

He saw the girl’s eyes wander
to the open can of beans and be-
thought hospitality. He was
hungry, too, and they went to
the car that gave up treasure in
her eyes. Ham, bacon, cans and
cans. Coffee, flour, meal. Every-
thing.

Not till that sword in a fiery arc
Wheeling to shape a golden doom,

As hawk or eagle might thrust a plume,
Blinding, definitive and stark,

Across the pavilions of the lark—

Not till that Shadow filled the room,
Not till that Edict poured sharp gloom
Over the Paradisal Park—

Not until then did Lady Eve,

Fallen from her angelic state,

Know what it means to touch—and leave,
Know human hunger, human hate,

The knife of knowledge that can cleave,
The love that can emancipate.

dedicate
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“We better carry it all in,” she advised with a great
load in her slim arms. “Ef we don’t the varmints
might come down in the night an’ git it.”

She was as strong as he was and her breath lasted
longer. When they were through he caught his breath
and she looked at him in surprise. He was annoyed be-
cause they had taken all the trouble when he was going
back tomorrow, but her energy shamed him to silence.

He was troubled about his visitor, but of course she
had friends. There would be a family who would take
her in for shelter, but when he questioned her she
shook her wild black head.

HERE ain’t nobody,” she said with eager eyes fixed

on the canned salmon. “Nobody around here likes us
Striclands,” she explained with complete indifference.
“Theyd allow my gran'dad should take me in, not
them. Gran'dad’s a rich man. He’ got a fine river
farm, an’ a big double house. He could, easy as not,
but he won't.”

“Why won’t he?” Steve did not want to be troubled
with this girl in addition to his own troubles. “You're
only a child, your grandfather could be forced to take

ou in.”
Y “Nobody kin be made to take me in,” she whispered.
He saw that she was terrified. “There ain’t no way to
make folks take a witcher in their house.

“Pappy lowed | kilt my mother when she bo’n me, an”

then he ’lowed 1 kilt his other two wives when they
come. An’ then he brought another woman, but he

EVeE
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didn’t stand up to the preacher with her, thinkin’ it
broke the spell maybe. They wanted to go to Californy
‘cause they said there wasn’t no witchin’ there—sun
shines all day long. He druv’ me to go to Gran'dad’s
down the river an’ soon as | got there Gran'dad he
started in wantin’ me to do witchin’, too—" Her voice
broke in a dry crackle. “Only he wanted me to work
on Pappy—to witch the Everlastin® Burnin’ on Pappy
because my maw died bringin’ me. Gran'dad says it
wasn’t my fault at all. He says Pappy got to burn for
it himself . .. But | couldnt do that to Pappy. | rode
the mule home.”

Steve felt a cold hand on his back. He was amazed
at this ignorance and cruelty; and he was angry at
himself because he wanted to look over his shoulder
to be sure there was nothing there but the wall. He
tried to laugh it off with a grown-up air.

“Now, Em’ly, there's no such thing as witches—"

She shook her black mop. “Mebbe not. | never
tried,” her voice sunk to somberness; “but they all
think | kin. Nobody wants me to live aroun’ 'em. They
say | got to leave.”

She rejected his offer of the cabin for the night. She
lived in another back in the woods and she had some
quilts that had belonged to her mother. The walnut bed
had belonged, too.

Steve resolved that next day she should have it. To-
morrow she should have everything. He would pull out
and leave her the provisions—enough to get along on
until her grandfather saw sense and sympathy.

But he did not go the next
day. The sun was shining and
the clear air went to the bottom
of his lungs and swept them
clean. When he looked out-of-
doors the cow was waiting with
her eager, humid eyes; he had to
do something for her leg. And
the hound came and laid a long
liver muzzle on his leg, accept-
ing him as master.

Em’ly appeared and admired
everything all over again. She
helped with the breakfast and
took her place naturally across
the table while she made plans
for his future.

She was scornful about the
chickens and indignant, she de-
claring he had been cheated.

“They put off some no’count
old hens on you,” she scolded.
“Look at their gills—dead as
grass. They laid all the aigs
they’ll ever lay.”

Steve was not sure about that.
He recalled with excitement
some of the information he had
gathered about hens. Before he
knew it he was boasting; “Bet-
cha we've got aigs before
Christmas!”

'LJE WAS worried about Em1y,

though she herself was as
little worried as the brown birds
that filled the air like flying
leaves. Every morning she ap-
peared with a certain brisk ex-
citement that magically vanished
his doubt and depression . . . and
then it was almost instantly
night and she had disappeared
to that habitation of hers which
he had never seen, but knew
vaguely was in the brush some-
where.

Em’ly knew a thousand things
he had never dreamed of. She
knew how to live bountifully
on black peas, bacon, and meal
and molasses. She knew where
everything grew and how to get
it. She was busy from morning
until night, storing up things
against the winter.

Steve had to show his knowl-
edge, too. He made a trip to a
railroad camp down south and
brought back some sticks of
dynamite that sent stumps rain-
ing through the air and knocked
the rest of the chinking from
on the the cabin walls. Em1ly fled
when the bombardment began,
but afterward exclaimed with
wonder and delight at the cleared
field. [Turn to page 89]
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‘90 have
and
to hold...
to love and
to cherish.”
These words
join the
daughters
of today
and
yesterday

'WILD WIND

ceased speaking, the room still echoed with the
clang of her words. And there was another echo
of long ago, “London Bridge is falling down, fall-
ing down, falling down . . . ™
Then through the clang and clamor, she heard a
knock on the sitting room door. She went at once to
answer it, and admitted a waiter, who brought in their
table, bright with silver and snowy with damask, with
toast hot under covers and orange juice cool on crushed
ice. He placed the table in front of the window that
overlooked the Park. He was a red-cheeked Frenchman,
expert, expressive. He spoke of the weather. “A beau-
tiful morning, Madame.”
She stood by the window. “I like to watch the little
ducks.”
He flashed a glance at her. Not many of the women
who breakfasted in their rooms spoke of the ducks.

IT SEEMED to Jacqueline that, when Yolanda

Illustrated by C. D. MITCHELL

Nor were many of them as crisp and composed at this
hour of the morning. He liked the little Madame’s chif-
fon negligee of faint blue, with the knot of violets at
her breast.

A lady, undoubtedly, but he thought she looked sad;
too sad for such a shining morning.

After he went away, Jacqueline still stood by the
window, gazing down at the ducks, and wondering
what she should say to Yolanda. There didn’t seem to
be anything to say. Yolanda had always had her way,
and she would have it now.

She spoke presently through the open door, “Do you
want to eat in here with me, Yolanda, or shall | bring
your breakfast to you?”

25

“I1 come.” And Yolanda appeared presently,
wrapped in her amber robe, with her toes stuck
into gold slippers with a fluff of feathers.

They sat down and Jacqueline poured the coffee.

Then she looked at the headlines of the morning paper.
It was Yolanda who finally broke the silence, “Listen,
Aunt Jack . . ..”

“Yes?”

“It’s like this,” she was flushed, eager. “Stuart isn’t
Kit’s kind. | ve told you that. You can see for yourself.
When |I'm with him, | can wind him around my little
finger, but when I’'m away he does things, like making
that engagement for luncheon today. He wasn’t going
to break it even when he knew | was free until I got him
in the right mood. And it was with another girl.”

“Another girl!”

“Yes. Oh, that’s Stuart’s philosophy—to take second-
best rather than not have anything. He really doesnt
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Her heart suddenly caught’in a tight little pain for Mary

care a snap of his finger about anyone but me, but he
isnt going to be left high and dry without somebody to
amuse him. And that’s why -I'm going to marry

him

Jacquelme stopped her/ “Oh, let’s not talk about it.”
She rose and stood by the window.

Yolanda’s eyes followed her. “You’re making me feel
like a worm of the dust, Aunt Jack. If youd only be—
sensible. Mother’s and Dad’ happiness isnt any more
important than ours, and there’s no reason in the world
why you should go on making a doormat of yourself.”

“Why say it all over again, Yolanda?”
“But Aunt Jack, listen . .. /”

Jacqueline turned suddenly and faced her niece. “No,
| won't listen, and 111 tell you this, Yolanda. I may
have been a doormat and a lot of other things that
people have called me. But | wouldnt take at my
lover’s hands what you are taking from Stuart!”

Yolanda stared, and as she stared she saw a thing
which astounded her. She saw a firmness in this tiny,
flaming creature which more than matched her own.
“It is that which has held her to it all these years,”
Yolanda told herself, with sudden illumination. “She
is a strong little thing. Stronger than | am. Stronger
than | shall ever be.”

“1 know,” she said, and was suddenly swept by a
storm of tears. “I know; but | can’t give him up, Aunt
Jack. | cant. You dont understand how | feel about
it. | care—such—an awful lot . . .”

N EITHER Jacqueline nor Yolanda finished her break-
fast. Yolanda, having cracked the outer shell of
youthful self-assurance, showed herself soft within like
any girl in love.

She argued and wept, and wept and argued again;
but she came around always to a desperate summing-up:
“1’ve got to marry him now or lose him.”

Jacqueline was conscious of rather hating it all. Love
as she knew it, was something very different from this
thing of which Yolanda was talking. Love in her life
and Kit’s had been a matter of high idealism, a belief,
each in the dignity and integrity of the other. She tried
to tell Yolanda something of the kind. “You may be
making Stuart less than he is.”

“He used to be different, Aunt Jack. He has changed.”

“Then hold him to. his best. Demand things of him.”

“I'm afraid . . ..” Her eyes did not meet her aunt’s.

The waiter came and took away the table. Yolanda
went back to her room and looked in her mirror. She
was, she declared a sight and a fright. She declared,
also, that shopping was out of the question. She called
up the hotel beauty shop, and went away presently to
have the ravages of her emotional disturbances effaced
by expert treatment.

Jacqueline put on her hat and coat and went-for a walk
in the Park. There she watched the little ducks at close
range. She watched, too, the people walking with .their
little dogs. The dogs were on leash and it all seemed
very futile.

Jacqueline reflected that freedom was something that
belonged to a dog. It belonged, indeed, to every living
thing. None of them? should be caged or tied. But
then, civilization was just that—caging and tying. She
stopped at the parrot house and murmured things to
the